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PUBLISHER’S NOTE 


Ik adding La R6tisserie dc la Reinc Pddauque, 
as most typical of the thoughtful and ironic 
genius of Anatole France, to their series of 
“ Representative French Fiction,” the pub¬ 
lishers beg to say, that the only change made 
is that, while keeping the same breaks as in the 
original, they have headed them “Chapters,” 
and in place of the “Table” at the end giving 
the first lines of the chapters, a list of contents 

is given at the beginning. The translation by 

1 

Dr Stritzko has been revised by Mr Weston 
Parker. 
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THE QUEEN PEDAUQUE 

CHAPTER I 

\Vliy I recount tbe singular Occurrences of my Life 

I INTEND to give an account of some odd 
occurrences in my life. Some have been 
exquisite, some queer.' Recollecting them, I 
am myself in doubt if 1 have not dreamed 
them. 1 have known a Gascon cabalist, 
of whom I could not say that he was 
wise, because he p>erished miserably, but he 
delivered sublime discourses to me, on a 
certain night on the Isle of Swans, speeches ^ 
1 was happy enough to keep in my memory, 
and careful enough to put into writing. 
Those speeches referred to magic and to 
occult sciences, with which people were very 
much infatuated in my days. 

Everyone speaks of naught else but 
Rosicrucian mysteries.* Besides 1 do not 
myself expect to gain great honour by these 
revelations. Some will say that everything 
is of my own invention, and that it is not 

‘ The original manuscript, written in a fine hand, of the 
eighteenth century, bears the sub-heading Vie et Opinions 
de M. r Abb6 J6r6me Coignard " {TKs Editor}. 

^ This writiim dates from the second half ot the ei^teenth 
century [Tho Editor\i 

9 



10 THE QUEEN PEDAUQUE 

the true doctrine, others that I only said 
what one had already known. I own that I am 
not very learned in cabalistic lore, my master 
having perished at the beginning of my 
initiation. But, little as I have learned of his 
craft, it makes me vehemently suspect that all 
of it is illusion, deception and vanity. 

I think it quite sufficient to repudiate 
magic with all my strength, because it is 
contrary to religion. But still I believe 
myself to be obliged to explain concerning 
one point of this false science, so that none 
may judge me to be more ignorant than I 
really am. 1 know that cabalists generally 
think that Sylphs, Salamanders,Elves, Gnomes 
and Gnomides are born with a soul perishable 
like their bodies and that they acquire im¬ 
mortality by intercourse with the magicians.' 
On the contrary m}^ cabalist taught me that 
eternal life does not fall to the lot of any 
creature, earthly or aerial. I follow his sen¬ 
timent without ].)resuming myself to judge it. 

He was in the habit of saying that the Elves 
kill those who reveal their mysteries, and he 
attributes the death of M. TAbbd Coignard, 
who was murdered on the Lyons road, to the 
vengeance of those spirits. But I know very 

* This opinion is especiallv supported in a little book of 
the Abb6 Montfaiicon de Villars, Le Conte de Gabalis au 
Entretiens sur les sciences secretes et xnystdrieuscs suivant 
ies principes des anciens mages ou sages cabbalists/' of which 
several editions are extant. I only mention the one published 
at Amsterdam (Jacques le Jeunc, 1700, in i8mo, with en¬ 
gravings), which contains a second part not included in tlm 
originai ^ition [The EdUor\. 
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well that this much lamented death had 
a more natural cause.. I shall speak freely of 
the air and fire spirits. One has to run some 
risk in life and that with Elves is an ex-, 
tremely small one. 

I have zealously gathered the words of my 
good teacher M. I'Abb^ J6r6me Coignard, who 
perished as I have said. He was a man full of 
knowledge and godliness. Could his soul have 
been less troubled he would have been the' 
equal in virtue of M. TAbb^ Rollin, whom he 
far surpassed in extent of knowledge and 
penetration of intellect. 

He had at least the advantage over M. 
Rolljn tliat lie had not fallen into Jansenism 
during the agitation of a troubled life, because 
the soundness of his mind was not to be shaken 
by the violence of reckless doctrines, and 
before Him I can attest to the purity of his 
faith. He had a wide knowledge of the world, 
obtained by the frequentation of all sorts of 
companies. This experience would have 
served him well t/ith the Roman histories he, 
like M. Rollin, would doubtless have composed 
should he have had time and leisure, and if his 
life could have been better matched to his 
genius. What I shall relate of this excellent 
man will be the ornament of these memoirs. 
And like Aulus Gellius, wi)o culled the most 
beautiful sayings of the philosophers into his 
“Attic Nights," and him who put the best 
fables of the Greeks into the “ Metamorphoses,” 
I will do' a bee's work and gather exquisite 
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honey. But I do not flatter m 3 rself to be 
the rival of those two great authors^ because 
I draw all my wealth from my own hfe’s 
recollections and not from an abundance of 
reading. What I furnish out of my own 
stock is good faith. Whenever some curious 
person shall read my memoirs he wilT easily 
recognise that a candid soul alone could express 
itself in language so plain and unaffected. 
Where and with whomsoever I have lived I 
have always been considered to be entirely 
artless. These writings cannot but confirm it 
after my death. 



CHAPTER II 


My Home at the Queen Pddauque Cookshop — I turn the 
Spit and leam to read—^Entry of Abb6 J^ome Coignard 

My name is Elme Laurent Jacques 
M6n6trier. My father^ Leonard Mdntoier^ 
kept a cookshop at the sign of Queen 
P^dauque, who, as everyone knows, was web¬ 
footed like the geese and ducks. 

His penthouse was opposite Saint Benoit 
le B&tourn6 between Mistress Gilles the haber¬ 
dasher at the Three Virgins and M. Blaizot, 
the bookseller at the sign of Saird Catherine^ 
not far from the Little BacchuSy the gate 
of which, decorated with vine branches, 
was at the corner of the Rue des Cordiers. 
He loved me very much, and when, after 
supper, 1 lay in%my little bed, he took my 
hand in his, lifted one after the other of my 
fingers, beginning with the thumb, and said : 

This one has killed him, this one has 
plucked him, this one has fricasseed him and 
that one has eaten him, and the little 
Riquiqui had nothing at all. Sauce, sauce, 
sauce," he used to add, tickling the hollow of 
my hand with my own little finger. 

And mightily he laughed, and 1 laughed too, 
dropping off to sleep, and my mother used to 
13 



14 THE QUEEN PEDAUQUE 

affirm that the smile still remained on my lips 
on the following morning. 

My father was a good cookshop-keeper and 
feared God. For this he carried on holidays 
the banner of the Cooks’ Guild, on which a fine- 
looking St Laurence was embroidered, with 
his grill and a golden palm. He usedT to say 
tome : 

“ Jacquot, thy mother is a holy and worthy 
woman.” 

He liked to repeat this sentence frequently. 
True, my mother went to church every Sunday 
with a prayer-book printed in big type. She 
could hardly read small print, which, as she 
said, drew the eyes out of her head. 

My father used to pass an hour or two 
nightly at the tavern of the Little Bacchus \ 
there also Jeannette the hurdy-gurdy player 
and Catherine the lacemaker were regular 
frequenters. And every time he returned 
home somewhat later than usual he said in a 
soft voice, while pulling his cotton nightcap 
on: * 

” Barbe, sleep in peace; as I have just said 
to the limping cutler : ‘ You are a holy and 
worthy woman.’ 

I was six years old when, one day, readjust¬ 
ing his apron, with him always a sign of resolu¬ 
tion, he said to me : 

“ Miraut, our good dog, has turned my 
roasting-spit during these last fourteen years. 
1 have nothing to reproach him with. Heb 
a good servant, who has never stolen the 
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smallest morsel of turkey or goose. ‘ He was 
alwa3rs satisfied to lick the roaster as his wa^e. 
But he is getting old. His legs are getting 
stiff; he can’t see, and is no more good to turn 
the handle. Jacquot, my boy, it is your duty 
to take his place. With some thought and 
some {Jractice, you certainly will succeed in 
doing as well as he.” 

Miraut listened to these words and wagged 
his tail as a sign of approbation. My father 
continued : 

” Now then, seated on this stool, you’ll 
turn the spit. But to form your mind you’ll 
con your horn-book, and when, afterwards, 
you are able to read type, you'll learn by heart 
som€ grammar or morality book, or those fine 
maxims of the Old and New Testaments. 
And that because the knowledge of God and 
the distinction between good and evil are also 
necessary in a working position, certainly of 
but trifling importance but honest as mine 
is, and which was my father’s, and also will 
be yours, please God.” 

And from this very day on, sitting from 
morn till night, at the corner of the fireplace, 
I turned the spit, the open horn-book on my 
kneels. A good Capuchin friar, who with his 
bag came a-begging to my father, taught me 
how to spell. He did so the more willingly 
as my father, who had a consideration for 
knowledge, paid for his lesson with a savoury 
' morsel of roast turkey and a large glass of wine, 
sor liberally, that by-and-by the little friar. 
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aware that 1 was able to form syllables and 
words tolerably well, brought me a fine “ Life 
of St Margaret/’ wherewith he taught me to 
read currently. 

On a certain day, having as usual laid his 
wallet on the counter, he sat down at my side, 
and, w^arming his naked feet on the hot ashes 
of the fireplace, he made me recite for the 
hundredth time : 

" Fticclle sage, nette et fine. 

Aide des femmes en g6sine 
Aycz pitfe de nous.'‘ 

At this moment a man of rather burly 
stature and withal of noble appearance, clad 
in the ecclesiastical habit, entered the shop 
and shouted out with an ample voice : 

" Hello ! host, serve me a good portion ! ” 
With grey hair, he still looked full of health 
and strength. His mouth was laughing and 
his eyes were sprightly, his cheeks were 
somewhat heavy and his three chins dropped 
majestically on a neckbaiikd which, maybe 
by sympathy, had become as greasy as the 
throat it enveloped. 

My father, courteous by profession, lifted 
his cap and bowing said ; 

“ If your reverence will be so good as to 
warm yourself near the fire. I'll soon serve you 
witii what you desire.” 

Without any further preamble the priest 
took a seat near the fire by the side of the 
Capuchin friar. 
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Hearing the good friar reading aloud : 

Pucjelle sage, nette et fltie 
Aide des femmes en g^sine/-^ 

he clapped his hands and said : 

** Oh^ the rare bird ! The unique man ! A 
Capuchin who is able to read! £h, little friar, 
what is your name ? ” 

“ Friar Ange, an unworthy Capuchin/' 
replied my teacher. 

My mother, hearing the voices from the 
upper room, descended to the shop, attracted 
by curiosity. 

The priest greeted her with an already 
famihar politeness and said : 

“ That is really admirable, mistress ; Friar 
Ange is a Capuchin and knows how to read.” 

” He is able to read all sorts of writing,” 
replied my mother. 

And going near the friar, she recognised the 
prayer of St Margaret by the picture repre¬ 
senting the maiden martyr with a holy-water 
sprinkler in her hand. 

” This prayer,” she added, ” is difficult to 
read because the words of it are very small 
arfd hardly divided, but happily it is quite 
sufficient, when in labour-pains, to apply it 
like a plaster on the place where the most pain 
is felt and it operates just as well, and rather 
better, than when it is recited. I had the proof 
of it, sir, when my son Jacquot was born, 
who is here present.” 

” Do not doubt about it, my good dame,” 

B 
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said Friar Ange. " The orison of St Margaret 
is sovereign for what you mentioned^ but 
under the special condition that the Capuchins 
get their Maundy.” 

In saying so, Friar Ange emptied the goblet' 
of wine which my mother had filled^ up for 
him and, throwing his wallet over his sEoulder, 
went off ill the direction of the Little Bacchm. 

My father served a quarter of fowl to the 
priest, who took out of his pocket a piece 
of bread, a flagon of wine and a knife, the 
copper handle of which represented the late 
king on a column in the costume of a Roman 
emperor, and began to have his supper. 

But having hardly taken the first morsel 
in his mouth he turned round on my father 
and asked for some salt, rather surprised that 
no salt cellar had been presented to him off¬ 
hand. 

” So did the ancients use it,” he said, 
” they offered salt as a sign of hospitality. 
They also placed salt cellars in the temples 
on the tablecloths of the g6ds.” 

•My father presented him with some bay 
salt out of the wooden shoe which was hung 
on the mantelpiece. The priest took what'he 
wanted of it and said: 

“ The ancients considered salt to be a 
necessary seasoning of all repasts, and held it in 
so high esteem that they metaphorically called 
salt &e wit which gives flavour to conversa¬ 
tion.” 

” Ah I ” said my father, ” high as the 
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ancients may have valued the excise of our 
days puts it stiU higher.” 

My mother, listening the while she knitted 
a woollen stocking, was* glad to say a word : 

” It must be believed that salt is a good 
thing, Jbecause the priests put a grain of it on 
the tongues of the babies held over the 
christening font. When my Jacques felt the 
salt on his tongue he made a grimace; as tiny 
as he was he already had some sense. 1 speak, 
Sir Priest, of my son Jacques here present.” 

The priest looked on me and said : 

Now he is already a grown-up boy. 
Modesty is painted on his features and he reads 
the T ife of St Margaret * with attention.” 

” Oh ! ” exclaimed iny mother, ” he also 
reads the prayer for chilblains and that of 
‘ St Hubert,* which Friar Ange has given him, 
and the history of that fellow who has been 
devoured, in the Saint Marcel suburb, by 
several devils for ha\'ing blasphemed the holy 
name of our Lord.** 

My father looked admiringly on me, and 
then he murmured into the priest*s ear that 
I learned anything I wanted to know with a 
nalive and natural facility.* 

” Wherefore,*' replied the priest, " you must 
form him to* become a man of letters, which to 
be, is one of the honours of mankind, the 
consolation of human life and a remedy 
against all evils, actually against those of 
love, as it is affirmed by the poet Theocritus.” 

“ Simple cook as I am,*’ was my father’s 
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reply^ “ I hold knowledge in high esteem/and 
am quite willing to believe that it also is^ as 
your reverence says, a remedy for love. But 
I do not think that it is a remedy against 
hunger.” 

” Well, perhaps it is not a sovereign oint¬ 
ment,” replied the priest; ” but it gives some 
solace, like a sweet balm, although somewhat 
imperfect.” 

As he spoke Catherine the lacemaker ap¬ 
peared on the threshold, with her bonnet 
sideways over her car and her neckerchief 
very much creased. Seeing her, my mother, 
frowned and let slip three meshes of her 
knitting. ^ 

" Monsieur M6n6trier,” said Catherine to 
my father, "come arid say a word to the 
sergeants of the watch. If you do not, they 
doubtless will lock up Friar Aiige. The good 
friar came to the Little Bacchus, where he 
drank two or three pots without paying for 
them, so as not to go contrary to the rules of 
St Francis, he said. But the worst of it is, 
that he, seeing me in company under the 
arbour, came near me to teach me a new 
■prayer. I told him it was not the right 
moment to do so, and he insisting on it, the 
limping cutler, who was sitting by me, tore 
his beard rather roughly. Friar Ange threw 
himself on the cutler, who fell to the ground, 
and by his fall upset the table and pitchers.. 
The taverner, running up, seeing the table 
knocked over, the wine spilt, and Friar Aiige 
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with one foot on the cutler’s head^ swinging a 
stool with which he struck anyone approach¬ 
ing hinij this vile taverner swore like a real 
devil and called for the watch. Monsieur. 
Menctrier, do come at once and take the little 
friar out of the watch’s clutches. He is a 
holy man^ and quite excusable in this affair.” 

My father was inclined to oblige C'atherine, 
but for this once the lacemaker’s words had^ 
not the effect she expected. He said plainly 
that he could not And any excuse for the 
Capuchin, and that he wdshed him to get a 
good punishment by bread and water in the 
darkest corner of the cellars of the convent, of 
which he was the shame and disgrace. 

He warmed up in talking ; 

“ A drunkai'd and a dissipated fellow, to 
whom I give daily good wine and good 
morsels and who goes to the tavern to play 
the deuce wdth some ill-famed creatures, de¬ 
praved enough to prefer the company of a 
hawking cutler and a Capuchin friar to that 
of honest sworn tradesmen of the quarter. 
Fie! fie!” 

Therewith he suddenly stopped his scoldings 
and looked sideways on my mother, who, 
standing up at the entry to the staircase, 
pushed her knitting needles witli sharp little 
strokes. 

Catherine, surprised by this unfriendly re¬ 
ception^ said drily : 

‘ Then you don’t want to say a good w’ord 
to the taverner and the sergeant ? ” 
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“ If you wish it, Fll tell them to take the 
cutler and the friar." 

"But," she replied, and laughed, “the 
cutler is your friend." 

“ Less mine than yours," said my father 
sharply. “ A ragamuffin and a humbug, who 
hops about-" 

“ Oh ! " she exclaimed, “ that’s true, really 
true, that he hops. He hops, hops, hops ! " 

And she left the shop, shaking with 
laughter. 

My father turned round to the priest, who 
was picking a bone : 

“ It is as I had the honour to say to your 
reverence ! For each reading and writing 
lesson that Capuchin friar gives to my child, 
I pay him with a goblet of wine and a fine 
piece of meat, hare, rabbit, goose, or a tender 
poulet or a capon. He is a drunkard and 
evil liver! ” 

“ Don’t doubt about that,’’ said the priest. 

“ But if ever he dares to come over my 
threshold again. I’ll drive- him out with 
a broomstick." 

“ And you’ll do well by it," said the priest; 
“ that Capuchin i«i an ass, and he taught your 
son rather to bray than to talk. You’ll act 
wisely by throwing into the fire that ‘ Life of 
St Catherine,’ that prayer for the cure of 
chilblains and that history of the bugbear, 
with which that monk poisoned your son’s 
mind. For the same price you paid for Friar. 
Ange's lessons, I’ll give him my own ; I'll 
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teach him Latin and Greek, and French also, 
that language which Voiture and Balzac have 
brought to perfection. And in such way, by 
a luck doubly singular and favourable, this 
Jacquot Tournebroche will become learned 
and I shall eat every day.” 

“ Agteed ! ” said my father. ” Barbara, 
bring two goblets. No business is concluded 
without the contracting parties having a 
drink together as a token of agreement. We' 
will drink here. 1*11 never in my life put my 
legs into the Litile Bacchus again, so repugnant 
have that cutler and that monk become to 
me. 

The priest rose and, putting his hands on 
the back of his chair, said in a slow and serious 
manner: 

” Before all, I thank God, the Creator and 
Conserver of all things, for having guided 
me into this hospitable house. It is Him 
alone who governs us and we are compelled 
to recognise His providence in all matters 
human, notwithstanding that it is foolhardy 
and sometimes incongruous to follow Him too 
closely. Because being universal He is to be 
found in ali sorts of encounters, sublime by 
the conduct which He keeps, but obscene or 
ridiculous for the part man takes in it and 
which is the only part where they appear 
to us. And therefore one must not shout, in 
the manner of Capuchin monks and goody- 
goody women, that God is to be seen in every 
. 'trifle. Let us praise the Lord ; pray to Him. 
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to enlighten me in the teachings I’ll give 
to that child, and for the rest let us rely on 
His holy will, w’ithout searching to under¬ 
stand it in all its details.” 

And raising his goblet, he drank deeply. 

” This wine,” he said, ” infilters into the 
economy of the human body a sweet aild salu¬ 
tary warmth. It is a liquor worthy to be 
sung at Teos and at the Temple by the princes 
of bacchic poets, Anacreon and Chaulieu. I 
will anoint with it the lips of my young 
disciple.” 

He held the goblet under my chin and ex¬ 
claimed : 

” Bees of the Academy come, come and 
place yourselves in harmonious swarmsT on 
the mouth of Jacobus Tournebroche, hence¬ 
forth consecrated to the Muses.” 

“ Oh! Sir Priest,” said my mother, ” it is a 
truth that wine attracts the beos, particiilaily 
.sweet wine. But it is not to be wished that 
those nefarious flies should place themselves 
on the mouth of my Jacquot, as tlieir sting is 
cruel. One day in biting into a peach a Ih*»^ 
stung me on the tongue, and 1 had to suffer 
fiendish pains. They would be calmed only 
by a little earth, mixed up with spittle, which 
Friar Ange put into my mouth in reciting the 
prayer of St Coinis.” 

The priest gave her to undcrs:and that he 
spoke of bees in an allegorical sense only. 
And my father said reproachful^ : 

" Barbe, you're a holy and werthy woman, 



AT THE COOKSHOP 25 

but many a time I have noticed that you 
have a peevish liking to throw yourself 
thoughtlessly into serious conversation like 
a dog into a game of skittles.*’ 

Maybe,” replied my mother. ” But 
had you follow’ed my counsels better, Leonard, 
you wbuld have done better. I may not 
know* all the sorts of bees, but I know how 
to manage a home and understand the good 
manners a man of a certain age ought to* 
practise, who is the father of a family and 
standard-bearer of his guild.” 

My father scratched his ear, and poured 
some wine for the priest, who said with a sigh : 

” Certainly, in our days, knowledge is not 
as ifluch honoured in our kingdom of France, 
as it had been-by the Romans, although de¬ 
generated at the time when rhetoric brought 
Eugenius to the Emperor’s throne. It is not 
a rarity in our century to find a clever man in 
a garret without fire or candle. Exemplum 
ut talpa —I am an example.” 

Thereafter he gave us a narration of his 
life, which I’ll report just as it came out of 
his own mouth—^that is, as near it as the 
weakness of my age allowed me to hear 
distinctly and hereafter keep in my memory. 
I believe I have been able to restore it after 
the confidences lie ga\'e me at a later time ; 
when he honoured me w'ith his friendship. 



CHAPTER III 


The Story of the Abbe's Life 

“ As you see me/' he said, " or rather as you 
do not see me, young, slender, with ardent 
eyes and black hair, I was a teacher of liberal 
arts at the College of Beauvais under Messrs 
Dugu6, Cfuerin, Coffin and Baffier. I had 
been ordained, and expected to make a big 
name in letters. But a woman upset my 
hopes. Her name was Nicole Pigoreau 'and 
she kept a bookseller's shop 'at the Golden 
Bible on the square near the college. I went 
there frequently to thumb the books she re¬ 
ceived from Holland and also those bipontic 
editions illustrated with notes, comments and 
commentaries of great erudition. 1 w^as 
amiable and Mistress Pigoreau became aw'are 
of it, which was my misfortune. 

“ She had been pretty, and still knew how 
to be plea in^. JHer eyes spoke. One day 
the Cicero, Livy, Plato and the Aristotle, 
Thucydides, Polybius and Vanro, the 
Epictetus, Seneca, Boethius and Cassiodorus, 
the Homer, iEschylus, Sophocles, Euripides, 
Plautus and Terence, the Diodorus of Sicily and 
Dionysius of Halicarnassus, St John Chrysostom 
and St Basil, St Jerome and St Augustine, 

26 
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Erasmus^ Saumaise, Tumebe and Scaliger, 
St Thomas Aquinas, St Bonaventure, Bossuet 
dragging Ferri with him, Lenain, Godefroy, 
M^zeray, Maimbourg, Fabricius, Father. 
Lelong and Father Pitou, all the poets, all 
the historians, all the fathers, all the doctors, 
all the'theologians, all the humanists, all 
the compilers, assembled high and low on 
the walls, became witnesses to our kisses. 

" ' I could not resist you,' she said to me, 

' don't conceive a bad opinion 01 me.' 

She expressed her love for me in singular 
raptures. Once she made me try on neck 
and wrist bands of fine lacc, and finding them 
suit me well she insisted on my accepting 
theni. I did not want to. But on her becoming 
irritated by my refusal, which she considered 
an offence against love, I finally consented* 
to accept them, afraid to offend her. 

" My good fortune lasted till I was to be 
replaced by an officer. I became spiteful over 
it, and in the ardour of avenging myself I 
informed the College Regents that I did not go 
any longer to the Golden Bible^ being afraid to 
see there expositions rather offensive to the 
. modesty of a young clerical. To say the truth, 
I had not to congratulate myself on this con¬ 
trivance. Madame Pigoreau, becoming aware 
of my sayings, publicly accused me of having 
robbed her of a set of lace neck and wrist bands. 
Her false complaint reached the ears of the 
Cohere Regents, who had my boxes searched ; 
therem was found the garment, a matter of 
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considerable value. I was expelled from 
college and had, like Hippolyte and Bellero- 
phon, to put up with the wiles and wickedness 
of woman. 

" Finding myself in the streets with my few 
rags and my copybooks, 1 ran great risk of 
starving, when, dressed in my clerical suit, 
1 recommended myself to a Huguenot gentle¬ 
man, who employed me as secretary and 
dictated to me libels on our religion.” 

“ Ah ! ” exclaimed my father, that was 
wrong of your reverence. An honest man 
ought not to lend his hand to such abomina¬ 
tions. And as far as I am concerned, although 
ignorant, and of a working condition, I cannot 
bear the smell of Colas’ bow.” 

“You’re quite right, my host,” continued 
the priest. ” It is the worst point in my life. 
The very one I am mo.st sorry for. But 
my man was a Calvinist. He employed me 
to write against Lutherans and Socinians only; 
these he could not stand at all, and, I assure 
you, he compelled me to treat them worse 
than ever it was done at the Sorbonne.” 

“Amen,” said my father. “ Lambs graze to¬ 
gether while wolves devour one the other.” 

The priest continued his narrative : 

“ Besides, I did not remain for long with that 
gentleman, who made more fuss about the 
letters of Ulric von Hutten than of the 
harangues of Demosthenes, and in whose 
house water was the only drink. Afterwards 
I followed varied callings, but all without 
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success. I became a pedlar, a strolling player, 
a monk, a valet, and at last, by resuming my 
clerical garb, 1 became secretary to the 
Bishop of S^ez and edited the catalogue of the- 
precious MSS. contained in his library. This 
catalogue consists of two volumes in folio, 
which were placed in his gallery, bound in red 
morocco, with his crest on and the edges 
gilded. I venture to say it was a good work.. 

“ It would have depended on myself alone 
to get old-and grey in studies and peace with 
the right reverend prelate, but 1 became 
enamoured of the waiting - maid of the 
bailiff’s lady. Do not blame me severely. 
Dai^ she was, buxom, vivacious, fresh. 
St Pacomus himself’would have loved her. 
One day she took a scat in the stage coach to 
travel to Paris in quest of luck. I followed 
her. But I did not succeed as well as she did. 
On her recommendation I entered the service 
of Mistress de Saint Ernest, an opera dancer, 
who, aware of my talents, ordered me to 
write after her dictation a lampoon on Made¬ 
moiselle Davilliers, against whom she had 
some grievance. I was a pretty good secretary, 
axld well deserved the fifty crowns she had 
promised me. The book was printed at 
Amsterdam by Marc-M'ichel Rey, with an 
allegoric frontispiece, and Mademoiselle 
Davilliers received the first copy of it just when 
she went on the stage to sing the great aria of 
Armida. 

“ Anger made her voice hoarse and shaky. 
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She sang false and was hooted. Her song 
ended, she ran as she was, in powder and hoop 
■petticoats, to the Intendant of the Privy 
Purse, who could not refuse her anything. 
She fell on her knees before him, shed 
abundant tears and shouted for vengeance. 
And soon it became known that the blow was 
struck by Mistress de Saint Ernest. 

“ Questioned, hard pressed, sharply 
threatened, she dcimunced me as the author, 
and I was piiL into the Bastille, where I 
remained four years. There I found some con¬ 
solation in reading l^octhius and Cassiodorus. 

Since then I have kept a public scrivener’s 
stall at the Cemetery of the Saints Inno9ent, 
and lend to servant girls in love a pen, which 
should rather have described the illustrious 
men of Rome and commented on the writings 
of the holy fathers. I earn two farthings for 
every love letter, and it is a trade by which I 
rather die than live. But 1 do not forget that 
Epictetus was a slave and Pyrrho a gardener. 

“ Just now, unexpectedly, I have been paid 
a whole crown for an anonymous letter. I 
have not had anything to cat for two days. 
Therefore I at once looked out for a cookshdp.. 
From outside in the street I perceived your 
illuminated sign and the fire of your chimney 
throwing joyful flaming lights on tlie windows. 
On your threshold I smelt delicious odours. 
I came in, and now, my dear host, you have 
the history of my life." 

" I have become aware that it is the life of a 
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good man,” said my father,'' and with the ex¬ 
ception of Colas’ cow there is hardly anything 
to complain of. Give me your hand I We 
are friends, what’s your name ? ” 

” J6rdme Coignard, doctor of divinity, 
master of arts.” 



CHAPTER IV 


The Pupil of M. J6rdme Coignard.—I receive Lessons'in 

Latin, Greek and Life 

The marvellous in the affairs of mankind 
is the concatenation of effects and causes. 
M. Jerome Coignaid was quite right in saying: 
“ To consider that strange following of bounds 
and rebounds wherein our destinies clash^ one 
is obliged to recognise tliat God in His per¬ 
fection is in want neither of mind nqr of 
imagination nor comic force ; on the contrary 
He excels in imbroglio^ as in everything else^ 
and if after having inspired Moses, David and 
the Prophets He had thought it worth while 
to inspire M. le Sage or the interluders of a fair. 
He would dictate to them the most entertain¬ 
ing harlequinade.” And in a similar way 
it occurred that I became a Latinist because 
Friar Ange was taken by the watch and put 
into ecclesiastical penance for having knocked 
down a cutler under the arbour of the LiUU 
Bacchus. M. J6r6mc Coignard kept his 
promise. He gave me lessons and, finding 
me tractable and intelligent, he took pleasure 
in instructing me in the ancient languages. 

In but a few years he made me a tolerably 
good Latinist. 

In memory of him I have conceived a 

3 * 
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gratitude yhich will not come to an end but 
^.vdtii'my life. The obligation 1 am under to 
easily to be conceived when I say that 
ne/iieglected nothing to shape my heart and 
$buL together with my intellect. He recited 
,tD;^..me the “Maxims of Epictetus,” the 
■“libmili& of St Basil” and the “Consolations 
; of Boethius.” By beautiful extracts he opened 
to me the philosophy of the Stoics, but he did 
not make it a])pear in its sublimity without 
showing its inferiority to Christiaii pliilosophy. 
He vras a subtle theologian and a good Catholic. 
•His faith remained whole on the ruins of his 
most beloved illusions, of his most cherished 
hope^. His weaknesses, his errors, his faults, 
none of which he ever tried to dissemble or to 
colour, have never shaken his coniidence in 
the. Divine goodness. And to know him well, 
it tiiust be known that he took care of his 
eternal salvation on occasions when, to all 
appearance, he cared the least about it. He 
imbued me with the principles of an enlightened 
piety. He also endeavoured to attach me to 
virtue as such, and to render it to me, so to say, 
homely and familiar by examples drawn from' 
the life of Zeno. 

cTo make me acquainted with the dangers 
of vic<^ he went for arguments to the nearest 
miiht^h-head, confessing to me that by having 
Idved.wine and women too much, he had lost 
j^e honour, of taking the professor's chair of a 
)Q^^ge in long gown and square cap. 

" these rare merits he joined constancy 
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and assiduity^ and he gave his.le^nd 
exactitude hardly to be expected' of a- 
given as he was to the freaks of a strolling ilife;; 
and always carried away by a luck less doctor^, 
than picaresque. This zeal was the effecif^of 
his kindness and also of his liking of that good. 
St Jame's’s Street, where he found occasion to‘ 
satisfy equally the appetites of his body and 
intellect. After having given me, duhhg a 
succulent repast, some profitable lesson, he 
indulged in a stroll to the Little Bacchus and 
the Image of St Cathennc,^n^\ng in that narrolv 
piece of ground that which was his paradise-r* 
fresh wine and books. ' 

He became a constant visitor of M. Blaiisot 
the bookseller, who received him well* not¬ 
withstanding that he only tised to thumb the 
books without ever making the smallest pur-r 
chase. And it was quite marvellous to see 
my good teacher in the most remote part of 
the shop, his nose closely buried in some 
little book recently an'ived from Holland, 
suddenly raising his head to discourse, as. it 
might happen, with the same abundant ahd 
laughing knowledge, on the plans of ah 
univers^ monarch^' attributed to the*lstte 
king, or, it may be, to .the aventures gal^^ 
of a financier with a ballet girl. M. Eihizot 
was never tired of listening to hiih. 'ThS 
M. Blaizot was a little old man, dry and iti^afi 
in flifia-coloured coat and breeches and 
woollen stockings. I admired him Very mucl)t| 
and could not think of an3^hing niore 
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to sell books at the Image of 

5 ^ I^Wherine. 

dtae recollection of mine gave to M. Blaizot’s 
shop'quite a mysterious charm. It was there, 
I still very young, I saw for the first time 
the nude figure of a female. I can see her now. 
It was ah Eve in an illustrated } 3 ible. Her 
stomach was rather big, her legs were rather 
^iibrt, and she held converse with a serpent in 
a Dutch landscape. The proprietor of this 
engraving inspired me with a consideration 
which grew afterwards when I took, thanks to 
M. Coignard, a great liking for boolis. 

At the age of sixteen I knew Latin pretty 
well, and also a little Greek. My good teacher 
said to my father : 

' ■' Do you not think, my dear host, that it is 
rather an indecency to let a young Ciceronian 
;go about dressed as a scullion ? ” 

“ I never thought of it,” replied my father. 

“ It is true,” said mother, “ that it would 
be suitable to give our son a dimity vest. 
He is of an agreeable appearance, has good 
manners and is w'cll taught. He will do 
hionbur to his dress.” 

"-For a moment my father remained thought- 
Tt£||Quid then he asked if it would be quite 
isiumble for a cook to wear a dimity vest. 
Coignard reminded him that, being 
by the Muses, I would never become 
r$,x;:cok; and that the time was not far off when 
^I'l^uld wear a clerical neckband. 

father sighed, thinking that never would 
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I be the banner-bearer of the Guild of Pahsiw j 
Cooks^ and my mother became quite glitterij^:; 
with pleasure and pride at the idea of he^ soh^: 
belonging to the Church. 

The first effect my dimity vest product; 


was to give me a certain confidence in myseK, ; 
and to encourage me to get a more complete 
idea of women than the one I had from the' 


Eve of M. Blaizot. I reasonably thought first 
oil Jeannctlo the hurdy-gurdy player, and. on - 
Catherine the iacemaker, both of whom I saw.- 
pass our shop twenty times a^ day, showing, 
when it rained, a fine ankle and a tiny foot, the' 
toes of whicli tqrned from one stone to the 
other. Jeannette was not sopretty as Catherine. 
She was somewhat older and less well dressed. 


She came from Savoy and did her hair en 
marmoitc, with a checked kerchief covering^ 
her head. But her merit was, not to^tick to 
ceremony and to understand wrhat was wanted' 
of her without being spoken to. This chaiT'-^ 
acter agreed well with my timidity. One* 
evening under the porch of St Benoit le- 
B^ourne, where there are stone seats all round, 
she taught me what till then I had not known, 
but which she had known for a long time. • - 
But 1 was not so grateful to her as it sh(^d 
have been my duty to be, and thought of. 
nothing else but to bring the science she hai|v 
taught me to others, prettier ones. As 
excuse for my ingratitude I ought to say, th^|!! 
Jeannette the hurdy-gurdy player did .hog 
value her lessons any higher than I did 
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•^aiia . that she wiQin^ly gave them to every 

rsigi^ufim of the district. 

.'y. Catherine was of more reserved manners. 

I stood in awe of her and did not dare to tell her 


* ■ j ■ t . ' 


how pretty I considered her to be. She made 
me doubly uncomfortable by making game of 
me and not losing a single occasion of jeering 
at. me. She teased me by reproaching my 
Ohin for being hairless. I blushed over it and 
wished to be swallowed by tlie earth. On 
.‘seeing her I affected a sullen mien and chagrin. 
I pr^ended to scorn her.. But slie was really 
too pretty for my scorn to be true. 



CHAPTER V 


My Niiictocni h Birtliday—Its Cclcbraiion and the Entrsmte'/ 

oi M. d’Aslerac . 


On that night, the night of Epiphany and the^; 
nineteenth anniversary of my birth, the^ 
sky poured down with the melting snow d.' 
cold ill-huinoiir, pt^netraling to the bone,v 
while an icy wind made the signboard of the' 
Queen PHauque grate, a clear fire, perfumed t; 
by goose grease, sparkled in the shop and the,, 
soup steamed in the tureen on the tat>le Jl^ 
round which M. Jerome Coignard, my father^ 
and myself were seated. My mother, as waS';“ 
her habit, stood behind her husband’s chair:., 
ready to serve him. He had already filled, 
the priest’s dish when, through the suddenly ■ 
opened door, we saw IMar Ange, very pale/^ 
the nose red, the beard soaked. In his surprise'^ 
my father elevated the soup ladle up *to th^'; 
smoked beams of the ceiling. ^ ^ ! 

My father's surprise was easily, explained^V 
Friar Ange, after liis light vith the cuth^;^ 
had at first disappeared for a kmse of . ^5 
months, and now two whole years nad pas^d| 
without his giving any sign of life... 
certain day in spring he w'ent off with a donliii^ 
laden with reUcs, and, worse still, - 



ta&ii with him Catherine dressed as a niin..^ 
Nobody knew what h|Ld become of them, but 
th^e was a rumour at the Liitle Bacchus 
that the little friar and the little sister had had 
some sort of difference with the authorities 


.between Tours and Orleans. Without forget¬ 
ting that one of the vicars of St Benoit shouted 
everywhere, and like one possessed, that that 
rasc^ of a Capuchin had stolen his donkey. 

. What,” exclaimed my father, ” this rogue 
does not lie in a dungeon ? There is then no 
■ more justice in this kingdom.” 

But Friar Ange recited the BenedicUe and 
made the sign of the cross over the soup- 
tur^ri. 

“ Hola ! ” continued my father, “ peace 
to all cant, my beautiful monk! Confess 
.^that you have passed in an ecclesiastical 
: prison at least one of the two ycai's that your 
\Beelzebub-face has not been seen in our 


S parish. James Street has been more honest 
or your absence and the whole quarter of the 
town more respectable. Look on that fine 
' Olibrius, who goes into the fields with the 
donkey of someone and the girl of everyone.” 

“.Maybe,” replied Friar Ange, eyes on the 
ground and hands in his sleeves. “ Maybe, 
Master L^nard, you want to speak of 
^^Catherine. I have had the happiness to con- 
f^vert; her to a better life, so much and so well 
i.il'.that she ai'dently w'ished to follow me, and the 
’^^^Ucs I was carr3dng, and to go with me on 
nice pilgrimagei, especially to the Black 






Virgin 

condition that she clad herself in eGcle5i^Bci4l 


dress, which she did without a murmur; 

“ Hold your tongue ! ” replied my fither^? 
“you are a dissipated fellow. You have'hot 
lespect for your cloth. Return to whet0-i 
you came from and look, if you please, in thC 
street, if Queen Pedauque is suffering froirt"; 
chilblains.' 


But my mother made the friar a sign to sit-j 
down under the chimney-mantel, which hc' 
softly did. i 

“ One has to forgive much to Capuchins,*^ 
said the abbo, “ because they sin without: 
malice.’* 

My father begged of M. ( oignard not to 
speak any more of the breed, the name alone 
of which burnt his ears. 

“ Master J-eonard," said the priest, “philo¬ 
sophy conducts the soul to clemency. As far ! 
as I am concerned I willingly give absolution, 
to knaves, rogues and rascals and all the; 
wretched. And more, I owe no grudge tb\; 
good people, though in their case there 
much insolence. .\nd if, Master Lfenard,.- 
. like myself, you should have been familiar..' 
with respectable ]:)eople, you would know that ' 
they are not a rap better than the others, 
are often of a less agreeable companionshm^ 
I have been seated at the third table of the!? 
Bishop of Seez and two attendants, both claiil 
in black, were at my sides: constraint 
Wftarines.s.'' 
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■{.^"It tnust be acknowledged/’ said myl? 
ifiotlier^ '' that the servants of his Grace had 
f soiifie queer names. Why did he not call 
; them Champagne, Olive or Frontin as is 
■usual?” 


?' ■ The priest continued : 

‘•'It's true, certain persons get easily ac¬ 
customed to the i neon veil ioMices to be borne 


by living^with the great. There was at the 
isecond table of the bisho]) a very ])olite canon 
■ who kept on ceremony till his last moment. 
.' When the news of his bodily decline reached 
'• the bishop he went to his room and found 
him dying. ‘Alas/ said the canon, ‘I beg 
youf Grace’s pardon to be obliged to die before 
your eyes.' ‘ Do, do ! Don’t mind me,’ said 
• the bishop wdth the utmost kindness.” 

■ At this moment my mother brought the 
roast and put it on the table with a movement 
of homely gravity which caused my father 
; some emotion; with his mouth full he 
shouted : 


“ Barbe, you’re a holy and worthy woman.” 

” Mistress/' said my dear teacher, ” is as 
;.a fact to be compared to the strong women of 
/the scripture. She is a godly wife.” 

” Thank God! ” said my mother, “ I 
•'.have never been a traitor to the faithfulness I 


;^we linto Ldonard Mdndtrier, my husband, 
reckon well, now that the liiost difficult 
/jarf'^is passed, not to fail him till my last, 
is come. I wish he would keep his faith 
as I keep mine to him.”- 
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" Madam^ when first I looked on' yotf j 
could see you to be an honest wom&y*? 


replied the priest, “ because I have experienced^ 
near you a quietude more connected irith-j; 
heaven than with this world.” -A-- 

My mother, who was simple-minded, bufe 
not stupid, understood very well what he^ 
wanted to say, and replied that if he had^ 
known her twenty years ago, he would haye' 
found her ht be quite another than shp ha<t^ 
become in this cookshop, where her good- 
looks had vanished with the fire of the spit and 
the fumes of the dishes. And as she waSy 
touched she mentioned that the baker at 


Auneau had found her to be so much to his; 
liking that he had offered her cakes every?' 
time she passed his shop. “ Besides,” . she*, 
added angrily, ” there is neither girl nor 
woman ugly enough to be incapable of doing- 
wrong if she had a fancy to do it.” 

“This good woman is right,” said my 
father. “ I remember when T was a ’prentice', 
at the cookshop of the Royal Goose near the.. 
Gate of St Denis, my master, who was thenr'- 
■the banner-bearer of the guild, as I myself< 
am to-day, said to me : ‘ I'll never be;> a 

cuckold, my wife is too ugly.* This sBym§. 
gave me the idea to attempt what he thbug^^, 
to be impossible. I ^succeeded at my fir^ 
attempt; one morning when lie went to. 
VaUfe- He spoke the truth, his wife .wag 
very ugly, but high spirited and grateful^ 

At this anecdote my mother broke put 



1 


Jv!i^..rNiNETEtN'fH 

sai4> that such things ought not to be told by 
a/f^er to his wife and son, if he wanted to 
have their respect. 

M. Jdrdme Coignard, seeing her become . 
.,red with anger, changed the conversation with 
. kindly/neant ability. He addressed himself 
abruptly to Friar Ange, who, hands in his 
sleeves, sat humbly at the corner of the 
fireside : 


” Little friar, what kind of relic«^ did you 
carry on the second v'icar's donkey's back in 
company with Sister ('athorine ? Was it your 
small clothes you gave the devotees to kiss, 
in the "manner of some grey friars, of whom 
Henry Estieniie has narrated the ad¬ 
ventures ? ” 


“ Ah ! your reverence/’ meekly said Friar 
Ange with the expression of a martyr suffering 
for truth, “ it was not my small clothes, it 
was a foot of St Eustache.” 


“ I should have taken my oath on it, if it 
would not he a sin to do so," exclaimed the 
' priest, brandishing the drumstick of a fowl. 
"tThose Capuchins turn out saints utterly 
ignored by good authors, who work on ecclesi- 

■ astic^ history. Neitiier Tillemont nor Fleury 
speak of that St Eustache to whom a church- 

V is consecrated, very wrongly, at Paris, when so 
/tnamy saints recognised by writers well de- 

■ serving to be believed, are still waiting for a 
similar honour. The ‘ Life of St Eustache' 


a tissue of ridiculous fables, the same is the 
of that of St Catherine, who has never 
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existed except in the imagination of sp^f£f;; 
wicked Byzantine monk. But 1 do^iiiSt^ 
want to attack her too hardly, as she 
. patroness of jiicn of letters, and serves aS 
signboard to the bookshop of that good 
^Biaizot, which is the most delectable abode^i 
in this world.” ' . 

“ I also had,” continued quickly the little^ 
friar, ” a rib of St Mary the Egyjjtian.” J 

” Ah ! Ah ! ” shouted the priest, thr 9 wing. 
the chicken Ixjiu: across the room, “ concerning. 
this one, I do consider her to be very, very. 
holy, as during her lifetime she gave a fine " 
example of hiiniility. 

" You know, madam,” he said and took 
mother’s sleeve, ” that St Mary the Egyptian, 
going on ])ilgrimage to the sepulchre of our. 
Lord, was stopped by a deep flowing river',' 
and not possessing a single farthing to pay for 
the passage on the ferry-boat she offered to. 


the boatmen her own body as a paynient. ; 
AMiat do you say to that, lay good mistress ? 

First of all my mother asked if the story was 
quite true. After she had been assured that the . 
matter had been pi inted in a book and painted, 
on a stained window in the Church of IolH 


Jnssienne she believed it. ' 

“ I think,” she said, “ that one has to be | 
as holy as she was to do the like without? 
committing a sin. I must say that ! should^ 
not like to do it.” 

“ As far as I am concerned,” said the priest^ 
” I approve of the conduct of that 
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q^jte in accord with, the most subtly doctors. * 
It % a lesson for honest women stubborn in 
/tob..': much pride of their haughty virtue, 
thinking well over it there is some sensuality 
in prizing too highly the flesh and guarding 
excessivjely w'hat one ought to despise. There 
arie some matrons to be met with who believe 
they have a treasure and who visibly ex- 


•aggerate the interest God and the angels may 
'have .in them. They believe themselves to 
be a kind of natural Holy Sacrament. St 
.Alary the Egyptian was a better judge. 
Pretty and divinely shajDod as she was, she 
considered that it would be all too proud of 
her^flesh to stop in the course of a holy 
pilgrimage for a paltry indifferent reason 
. which is no more than a piece of mortilication 
^and far from being a precious jewel. She 
humbled herself, madam, and entered by using 
so admirable a humility the road of penitence 
where she accomplished marvellous works.” 


“ Your reverence,” said my mother, ” I 
do not understand you. You arc too learned 
for me.” 


. “That grand saint,” said Friar Ange, “is 
L.pj^ted in a state of nature in the chapel of 
5 ,biy convent, and by the grace of God adl her. 
'^^ody is covered with long and thick hair. 
^^Reproductions of this picture have been 
^printed, and I*U bring you a fully blessed one, 
|py dear madam.” 

?^^en.derly touched, my mother j^assed the 
^^'p-ttureen to him, behind the back of my. 
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teacher. And the holy friar, seated on the ■ 
cinder board, silently soaked his bread in. l!he ' 
savoury liquid. 

“ Now is the moment/* said my father,/ 
“ to uncork one of those bottles which I keep' 
in j'cserve for the great feasts, which are 
Christinas, Twelfth Night, and St Laurence’s 
Day. Ncjthing is more agreeable than to 
drink a good wine quietly at home secure of 
unwelcome intruders.” 

Hardly had these w'ords been uttered 
when the door was opened and a tall man 
in black entered the sho]) in a s(]iiall of snow 
and wind exclaiming : 

“ A Salamander ! A S.alamander ! ” ^ 

And without taking notice of anyone he 
bent over the grate, niinmaging in the cinder^. 
with tlic end of his walking stick, very much 
to the detriment of Fi iar Ange, wlio coughed 
fit to give up the gIio<t, swallowing the ashes 
and coal-dust thrown into his soup plate.; 
And the man in black .vtill continued to 
rummage in the tire, shouting, “A Salamander! 

I see a Salamander ! ” while the stirred-up 
flames made the shadow of his bodily form * 
tremble on the ceiling like a large bird of.^ 
prey. ■ 

My father was surprised and rather annoyed.;' 
by the manners of ttie visitor. But he knewv 
how to n;strain himself. And so lie rose, his'j 
napkin under his arm, and went to the fire/';, 
place, bending to the hearth, both liis fists 
bis thighs. 
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Whra he had suiiiciently considered the 
dSordered fireplace, and Friar Ange covered 
with ashes, he said : 

" Your lordship will excuse me. I cannot 
siee anything but this paltry monk, and no 
Salamander.” 


“ Besides,” my father went on, ” I have 
but little regret over it. 1 have it from hear¬ 
say that it is an ugly beast, hairy and horned, 
with big claws.” 

” What an error ! ” replied tlic man in 
black. ” Salamanders resemble women, or, to 
speak precisely,nymphs,and they are jierfcctly 
beautiful! Hut 1. feel myself rather a sim¬ 
pleton to ask you if you're able to see this one. 
One has to bo a philosopher to see a Sala¬ 
mander, and 1 do not think philosoplicrs could 
be found in this kitchen.” 


“ You may bo mistaken, sir,” said the Abbe 
Coignard. “I am a Doctor of Divinity and 
■ Master of Arts. 1 have also studied the Greek 
and Lalin moralists, whose maxims have 
strengthened my soul in the vicissitudes of my 
lif^, and I have particularly apidied Boethius 
as'an antidote for the evils of existence. And 
^ here near me is Jacobus Tournebroclie, my 
disciple, who knows the sentences of Publius 
. Syrus by heart.” 

: The stranger turned his yellow eyes on 
the priest, eyes strangely marked over a 
•pnose like the beak of an eagle, and excused 
.^himself with more courte.sy than his fierce 
led one to expect, for not having at once 
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recognised a person of merit, and further,he. 
said: 


" It is very likely that this Salamander h^ 
come for you or 3 -our pupil. I have seen it 
very distinctly in passing along the street . 
before this cookshop. She would . appear 
bettei- if th(' lire were fiercer, for this reason 
it is ncjcessai }" to stir the fire vigorously when 
>ou belie\-e a Salamander to be in it." 

At the first iJo\'ement the stranger made to 
rummage again in the lire, Friar Ange anxiously 
covered tlio soiip-tuieeii with a llap of his 
frock and slmt his eves. 


Sir," said tiie. Salamander-i-iaii, " allow' 


your 3 'Oung pupil to ajijHoach llie fireplace 
to say if lie does not see something resembling 
a woman howring over Die flames." 

At this \'ery moincnt tJie smoke rising undei* 
the slab of the chimiirv bent itself with a . 
peculiar gracefulness, and formed rotundities 
quite likely to be taken for \v('U-arclied loins 
by a ratlu;r strangely strained iinagiiiation.. 
Therefore I did .not tell an absolute lie by say-- 
ing that, maybe, I saw something. 

Nq sooner had I given tliis reply than the • 
stranger, raising his liuge arm, gave me a'i 
straight hander on the slioulder so powerful 
that I thought my collar-bone was broken^/- 
But at once ho said to me, with a very sweet/i; 


voice and a benevolent look : ' 

" My child, 1 have been obliged to give yquj?. 
so strong.^an impression that you may ncyi^^ 
forget that you have seen a Salamand^, 
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whicb Is a sign that your destiny is to become 
a iferned man^ perhaps a magician. Your 
face also made me surmise favourably of your 
intelligence.” 

“ Sir,” said mj' mother, he learns any¬ 
thing he wants to know and he'll be a priest 
if it pleases our Lord.” 

M. Jerome Coignard added that I had 
profited in a certain way by his lessons, and 
my father ask(jd the stranger if k>rdsliip 
would not be disposed to eat a morsel. 

“ I am not in want of aii 3 'thing,” said the 
stranger, “ and it’s easy for me to go witliout 
any food for a ycjar or longer because of a 
certain elixir the composition of which is 
known only to the i)hilosophical. This 
faculty is not coiifmed to myself alone., it is 
the common ])ro])crt 3 ’ of all wise men, and it is 
known tliat the illustrious Cardan wlmU with¬ 
out food during several years without being 
incommoded by it. On the contrary his mind 
became singulaiiy vivacious. But still riN 
eat what it pleases you to offer me, simply 
to please you.” 

And he took a seat at our little table without 
%ny ceremony*. At once Frmr Ange also 
;:noiselcs5ly pushed his .stool between mine and 
that of my teacher aiul sal on it to receive his 
^'portion of the partridge pic my mother was 
•dishing up. 

The philosopher having thrown his cape 
v^yer the back of his scat, we could see that he 
diamond buttons on his coat. He re- 
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mained thoughtful. Tlie shadow of his. 
fell on his mouth and his hollow clieeks wnt 


deep into liis jaws. His gloomy humour took 
, possession of the whole company. No dther 
noise ,\vas audible but the one made by. the 
lil tie friar munching his pie. 

Sudchmly the philosopher said : 

“ 'riic more I think it over, the more I am- 
convinced that yonder Salamander came for; 
this lad.'' And he pointed his knife at me. 

“Sir," I replHij “if the SalamanaVs 
really as you say, this one honours me very 
much, and I am truly obliged to her. But, to 
say the trutli, f havt>Tathcr guessed than seen! 
lier, and thi.s first encounter has only aw'akened'^ 
my curiosity without giving me full satis^ 
faction." 


Unable to speak at his ease, my good, 
teacher was suffocating Suddenlj', breaking 
out very loud, he said to the philosopher : 

“ Sir, I am fifty-one years old, a master of 
arts ar.d a doctor of divinity. I have read all . 
the (ireck and Latin authors, who have not . 
been annihilated either by time's injury or by:' 
•man's malice, and E have never seen a Sala- 
^mander, wherefrom I conclude that no suclj ■ 
thing exists." . 

“Jixcusc me," said Friar Ange, halfi 
suffocated by paitridgc pie and half 
dismay : “ excuse me ! Unhappily ^ome? 

SatStinandcrs do exist and a learned JesiiijtJf; 
father, whose name 1 have forgotten, 
discoursed on their apparition. I myself hiiLye'J 



■ nineteenth birthday ‘ 51 v 

se^ j at a place called St Claude^ at a cottager’s, 
a ^amander in a fireplace close to a kettle. 
She had a cat’s head, a toad’s body and the tail 
of a fish. I threw a handful of holy water on 
j the beast, and it at once disapi>oared in tJie air, 
with.a frightful noise like sudden frying and 1 
;;.w3^enveloj)cd in acrid fumes, which very nearly 
j., Jjurnt my eyes out. And what 1 say is so true 
%hat for at least a whole week uiy b<.*ard smelt 
of burning, which ])rov(js belt«M- than any¬ 
thing else the maliciousness of tin* bca.il " 

** You want to make game of us, little h iar,” 
said the abbe. " ^'oiir toad with a cat's head 
is no more real than the Nymph of that 
gentleman, and it is <|uile a disgusting in- 
' ventio'-* ” 

The philosopher began to laugh, and said 
-Friar Ange had not seen the wise mail’s 

■ Salatuaiuler. When the. Nyiiiphs of the fire 
,meet with a Cai)U(‘liiu they tiirn their back on 
him. 

“ Oh ! Oh ! ” said my father, bursting out 
laughing, “the back of a Nymiih is still loo 
good for a C'a]iiic.hin.“ 

And being in a good humour, he sent a 
tpighty slice of the pie to the little friar. 

My mother plaretl tlrc' roast in the middle 
.flof the table, and took aih antage of it to ask 
the Salajnanders are good C.'luistiaiis, of 
she had h(;r doubts, as she had inn er 
,:'ihfeard that the inhabitants of .lire praised the 

■:/J'Tr '■ I* * 

^ ^danj,” replied my teacher, “ several 


52 ' THE QUEEN PEDAUQU;?;;.. ^.,;,, 

theologians of the Society of Jesus have.^ 
recognised the existence of a people of inciibus ^ 
and siicciibiis who are not properly demons^:; 
because they do not let themselves be routed-/, 
by an aspersion of holy water and who do not r' 
bt'long to the Cliiirch Triumphant i glorififed *- 
spirits would never have attempted, bs has!; 
been llie case at l*c;rouse, to seduce the wife of' 


a baker. But if you wish for my opinion, ., 
they arc rather the dirty imaginations of a . 
sneak tlian the views of a doctor. 


“ You must hate and bewail that spns of* 
the Church, br)rn in light, could conceive of the 
world and of (iod a less sublime idea than that 
formed by a IMato or a ('icero in the night of 
ignorance and of ])agaiiism. God is less, 
absent, I diuesa}^, from the Dream of Scipio 
than from those black tractates of demonology 
the authors of which call themselves Christians' 
and {'atholics.*' 


“ Sir Abbe, take care,” said the philosopher. 
Yonr C'iccro spoke with ei’lluence and 
facility, but he was but a commonplace in-' 
tellect, and not very learned in holy sciences.' 
Have you ever heard of Hermes Trismegistns - 
and of the IDinciald Table ? '* 

“ Sir,** rc|)iicd tiie priest, " .1 found a 
old MS. of the Kineiald Table in the li 
of the Bishop of Seez, and I should 
marvelled over it one day or another, but fo|| 
the chamber-niaid of the bailiff's lady wKo| 
went to Paris to make her fortune and whdj 
made me ride in the coach with her. 
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was. no witchcraft used^ Sir Philosopher, and 
■i-oyy succumbed to natural charms : 


^Non facit hfic verbis ; faric lencri-sque laccrlis 
Deravcl et fla\is nostra puclla mmis.’'' 


That*s a new proof,” said the philosopher, 
women*are great enemies of science, and the 
; wise man ought to kec]) himself aloof from 
.them.” 

" In legitimate marriage also ? ” inquired . 
my father. 

“ Especially in legitimate marriage,” replied 
the philosopher. 

“ Ala.s ! ” my father continued to question, 

“ wli^Lt rcmaiii.s to your poor wise men when 
they feel disposed for a little fun ? ” 

The philosopher replied ; 

” There remains for them the Salamanders.” 

Atthesewords I'riar Ange raisedafrightened 
nose over his ])late and murmured : 

” Don't speak like that, my good sir ; in the 
' name of . all the saints of my order, do not 
speak like that! And do not forget that the 
. Salamander is naught but the devil, who 
i,. assumes, as everyone knows, the mast 
»: divCTgent forms, pleasant now and then when 
f^he succeeds in disguising his natural ugliness, 
tv^ideous sonletimes when he shows his true 
^■jfenstitution.” 

!|; v“Take care on your part, Friar Ange,” 
i^^plied the philosopher, " and as you're afraid 
the devil, don't offend him too much and do 
excite him against you by inconsiderate 
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tittle-tattle. You know that this old'/^id-'' 
versary, this powerful Contradictor, has kept^ 
in the spiritual world, such a power, that Gpa\' 
Almighty Himself reckons with him. I'll say;^ 
more, God, who was in fear of him, made hinqf’; 
Mis business man. He on your guard, littlfe- 
fiiar, the two undorsland one another.** , 


In listening to this speech, the poor Capuchin s 
thought Lo lieard and saw the devil himself,> 
whom the stranger resembled, pretty near, by : 
his ilery eyes his hooked nose, his black com-t' 
plc.Nioji and his long and tliin body. His- 
soul, already astonished, became engulfed in a 
kind of holy ttMror, feeling on him the claws 
of the Maligiiimt, he began to tr emble inallhis 
limbs, hastily ])nt in his wide pockets all the 
decent eatables h<^ could get hold of, rose 
gently^ and reached tlic door by backward 
steps, muttering e.\oi<*isms all the while. 

Tlie phil()SO])her did not take any notice of. 
this. He took from lii.s pocket a little book 
covered with horny ]>arclimcnt, which* he 
opened and prc'^ented to jny dear teacher and' 
myself. It conlainc'd an old Greek text, fulli- 
of abbreviations and ligatures which at first 
gave mi^ lh(‘ effect of an illegible scrawl. But, 
M. Coignard, ha^'ing put on his barnacles'and^^ 
placed the book at tlx'. necessary distance^!^ 
began to read the characters easily; 
looked more like balls of thread that had bei^.^ 
unrolled by a kitten than the simple and quie1:i! 
letters of my St John Chrysostom, out./qjf 
which I studied the language of Plato and 





:Nw Testament. Having come to the end of 
his reading he said : 

Sir, this passage is to be translated as : 
■Those of the Egyptians xvho are hjcll informed 
study first the writings called cpistolographia, 
'then the hieratic, of which the hierogrammatists * 
makei,use\ and finally the hieroglyphics*' 

■ ■ And then taking oJ‘f his barnacles and 
shaking them triumphantly he continued: 

“ Ah ! All! Master Philoso])hcr, I am not 
J to be taken as a greenhorn. This is an extract ■ 
of the fifth book of the StronwUij iiie autlior 
. of which, Clement of Alexandria, is not men- 
- tioned ill the martyrology,for diffei out reasons, 
which His Holiness Hnu dici XI. has indicated, 

.. the "principal of wliich is, that thi.; Father 
was otten erroneous in matters of faith. It 
may be su])posed that this exclusion Was not 
sensibly felt by him, if one takes into con- 
' sideration what ])hiloso])lucal estrangement 
:had during his lifetime inspired this martyr. 
He gave preference to exile and t(.)ok care to 
.save .his persecutors a crime, because he was 
a very honest man. His style of writing was 
not elegapt; hi.s genius was lively, his morals 
were pure, even austere. Tic had a very pro- 
,.*riounced liking for allegories and for lettuces." 

The philosopher e.xtended hi.s arm, which 
irseemed to me to be remarkably elongated as 
?-it reached right over the whole of the table, 
take back the little book, from the hands 
v^'pf iny learned tutor. 

i It is sufficient,” he said, pushing the 
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Stromata back into his pocket. “I"^;s!e(&, 
reverend sir, that you understand Greek. Youi, 


have well translated this passage, at least in 
vulgar and literal sense. I intend to inake>;j 
your and your i)upirs fortune ; I’ll employ;^ 
both of you to translate at iny house the Greek^ 
texts 1 have received from Jr.gypt.*' * ' 

And In riling towards iny father, he? 


continued : 


" I think, blaster O)ok, you will consent to 
let me have x oiir son to make him a leained - 


man and a guel one. Should it be too much 
for your fatherly lot'e to give him entirely to 
me, 1 would jiay out of iiiy own ])ocket for a. 
scullion as his siibstiliite in your cookshop." 

“ As your ka dship understands it like tliat,” 
replied my father, “ J shall not prevent you 
doing good to my son.” 

“ Alwaj’s under th.e condition,” said my 
mother, " that it is not to be at the expense 
of his soul. You’ll have to alhrm on your 
oath to ino tJiat you are a good (‘hristian.” • 

” Barbe,” .said my father, ” you are a holy 
and worthy woman, but you oblige me to make 
my excuses to this gentleman for your want of 
politeness, whicli is caused less, to say the 
truth, by your natural disposition, which is a'- 
good one, iiian by your neglected education.”? 

“ Let the good woman have ,her say,”; 
remarked the philosopher, “and let her bfej 
.reassured ; l am a very religious man.” . 

“ That’s right I ” exclaimed my mothe^j? 
“ One has to worship the holy name of God.,*/,A. 
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" .--I worship all His names, my good lady. 
He has more than one. He is called Adonsu, 


..Tetragrammaton, Jehovah, Otheies,Atlianatos 


pnd Schyros. And there are many more 
'names.” 


, "I did not know," said my mothcT. " But 
what you say, sir, docs not siir])rise inc ; I have 
remarked that people of condition lia\'c always 
more names than the lower people. T am a 
native of Auiioau, near the town of (liartres,. 
and I was but a child when tlic lord of our 


village left this world for aiiolh(?r. 1 re¬ 
member very well when tlie herald j^roclaimed 
the demise of the lalt' h»rd, he gave him nearly 
as iTiaiiy namn^ as yon liiid in tlie All Saints 
litanv. I willingly helieve that (lod has 
more names than tlie Lord of Auiu^an liad, as 


.His condition is a miicli higher one. Learned 
people are veiy hap])y to know them all. 
And if you will ad\'ancit my son Jacques in this 
knowledge 1 shall, my dear sir, be very much 
obliged to you.” 

"Well, the matter is understood," said the 


philosopher, “ and you, reverend sir, T trust it 
will please you t(j translate from the (ireek, 
for salary, let it be. understood." 

My good tutor, who was collecting all this 
f^while the few thoughts in his brain wliich were 
^^ot aheady desperately mixed up with the 
Ijumes of wine, relilled his goblet, rose and 
: 

^ Philosopher, I heartily accept your 
^en^ous offer. You are one of the splendid 


•-.V 
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mortals; it is an honour^ sir^ for me to ?to .■ 
yours. If there are two kinds of furniture I;., 
hold in high esteem, they are the bed and thei 


table. The table, filled up by turns withV 
erudite books and succulent dishes, serves as^ 


support to the nourishiiient both of body atid'i 
spirit; tJic bed propitious for sweet repose asv; 
well as for cruel love. He certainlv was a:. 

m 

divine fellow who gave to the sons of Deucalion 


bed and table. If t find with you, sir, those 
two precious pieces of furniture, I’ll follow- 
your name, as that of my benefactor, with . 
immortal praise, and I’ll celebrate you in Greek 


and Latin verses of all sorts of metres. 




So lie. said, and drank d(*ep1y , 

‘'That’s well,” rejilicd the philosopher. 

“ ril expect bc'th of you to-niorrow morning at 
my house. You will follow the road to St^. 
Germain till you come to th,c (.'ross of the. 
Sablons, from that cross you’ll, count one 
hundred paces, going westwaid, and you’ll 
find a small green clooi' in a garden wall. 
You'll use the knocker wliich represents a^ 
veiled figure having a finger in her mouth’..,;. 
An old follower will open tiie door to you ; 


you’ll ask to see M. d’Asterac.” 

" My son,” said my good tutor, pulling my;, 
coat sleeve, ‘‘ pnt all that in your memory 
put cross, knocker, and the rest, so that we’ll^ 
be able to find, to-morrow, the enchanted door^ 

An d you, Sir Mnecen as-’ * ^ 

But the philosopher was gone. No onfe^f 
had seen him leaving. . 



CHAKfl'-R VI 


-Arrival at the Ccistlc oC M. d'Asleriic and Interview with 

the Cab-aliHl 


. On tlie following day at an early hour we 
walked^ iny tutor and I, on the St ^iermain 
.road, llie snow which covoied the earth 
under the russet liglit of iIk^ sky, rendered 
the atmosphere dull and h(.‘avy. Tlie road 
was,deserted. \Vc. walked in wide furrows 
between the walls of orchards, tottering 
fences and low lioiisos, the windows of wliicli 
looked suspiciously on us. And, after ha\dng 
left behind two or three tiimbleclown huts 
built of clav and straw, we saw in the middle 
of a disconsolate hcatli the (toss of the 


'Sablons. At lifty paces farther commenced 
a very large park, cIoscmI in by a mined wall, 
wherein was the. little door, and on it the 


knocker rei)rcseiitiiig a horriblu-looking ligure 
'^ith a finger in her mouth. We recognised 
! it easily as the one the ])hilosopher had de- 
^^&cribed, and used the knocker. 

After some rather considerable time, an old 
J'^Wrvant opened it and made us a sign to follow 

A', a *1 


&hiih across the untidy park. Statues of 
fsiymphs, who must have seen the boyhood of 
late king, secreted under tree ivy their 
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gloominess and mutilations. At the end of' 
an alley, the sloughs of which were covCTedi: 
wth snow, stood a castle of stone and brickj’f- 
as morose as the one of Madrid, w'hich, oddly^: 
co^'crcd by a liigh slate roof, looked like the’* 
castle of Ihc Sleeping Beauty in the wood., ' > 

Following the silent valet, M. toignard' 
whispered to me : 


“ I confess, my son, that this lodging has 
no smiling appearance. It shows the rugged¬ 
ness wherein the customs of Frenchmen were 


still immured in the time of King Henry TV., 
and it dri\'es the soul to gloom and nearly to 
mclanclioh^ by the state of forlornness in 
whicli un]ia])piiy it has been ieiL How' much 
sweetfu’ it wouid be to climb the enchanted 


hillocks of Tnsculum with the liope of hearing 
Cicero discourse of vii tue, under the firs and 
pines of his villa so dear to the philosopher. 
And have you not oh-ca ved, my boy, that all 
along 3 'omler road neither taverns nor hostels 
are to be met with, and that it would be 
necessary to cn^ss the bridge and go up the* 
hill to the Bergeres to g(it a drink of fresh 
wine ? There is tlicreabont a hostel of the. 
Rad Horse, where, if I remember well, Madame,, 
de St Ernest took me once to dinner in the^i 
company C'f hei' monkey and her lover. Youij. 
can't imagine, Tournebrficlie, liow excellent^ 
the vittles are therm The Red Horse is as well^' 
known for its morning dinners as for thes; 
abundance of horses and carriages which. 
has on hire. I convinced myself of it when.^,! 
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{ollowed to the stables a certain wench who 
seemed to be rather pretty. But she was not; 
:it would be a truer saying to call her ugly. 
/But I illuminated her witli the colours of my 
longings. Such is the condition of men whea 
left to themselves; they err wretchedly. 

= We kre all abused by empty images ; we go 
in chase of dreams and embrace shadows, 
.in God alone is truth and stability.” 

Meanwhile \vc ascended, behind the old 
servant, the disjointed flight of steps. 

" Alas ! ” said iny tutor, " I begin to regret 
your father's cookshop, where we ate such 
good morsels wliile exjdaining Quintilian.” 

After liaving sealed th(* first lligJit of large 
stone .stairs, we w<tc introduced into a saloon, 
where M. d'Astci ac was occupied uith writing 
near a big fire, in the midst of JCgyi>tian colTins 
of human form raisi^il against I lie walls, their 
lids painted with sacred liguros and golden 
faces with long glossy eyes. 

Politely M. il*Astciac invited us to be 
seated and said : 

” Gentlemen, 1 expected you. And as you 
have both kindly consented to do me the 
'^f^vpur of staying with me, I beg of you to 
■consider this house as your own. You’ll 
vl)e occupied in ti anslating Circek texts I have 
;;Airought back with mo from h-gypt. I have 
doubt you will do your best to accomplish 
^^his task when you know that it is connected 
fewith the work I hav'e undertaken, to discover 
^He" lost science by which man will be re- 



62 ;’.‘/- :thE ' QUEEN ' PEDAUQT^^^^I^ 

established in his original power oyer the^, 
elements. 1 have no intention of raising the 
veil of nature and showing you Isis in hcir^- 
dazzling nudity; but T will entrust you with;- 
the object of my studies without fear thatt^. 
you'll betray the mystery, because^ I havef/J 
confidence in your integrity and also in the.^ 
powei' r ha\'c to guess and to forestall all that 
may be attcinj)ted against me and to dispose 
for iny vengeance of secret and terrible forces., 
h'rom the di-faults of a fidelity, of which^ I , 
do not doubt; my power, gentlemen, assures 
me of jwir silence. 

“ Know then that man came out of 


Jehovah’s hands with that ])e> f»‘ct knowledge 
he has since lost. He was very powerful and 
very wise when he w’as created, that’s to be 
seen in the books of Moscs. IJiit it’s n(?ccssary 
to. understand tluMii. liefore all it is clear 
that Jehovah is not (lod, but a grand Demon, 
because he has creat('d this world. The idea 
of a God both ])erfcct and creative is but a 
reverie of a barbarity worthy of a Wclshmajj . 
or a Saxon. As little ’polished as one’s mind 
may be one cannot admit that a perfect being 
tags anything to bis own jxn'fection, be it a^- 
hazelnut. That’s co,nmon sense ; God has no ; 
understanding, as he is endless how could he'^’ 
understand ? He does not create, because he| 
ignores time and space, which are conditions.|. 
indispen-sabie to all constructions. Moses was)!; 
too good a pliilosopliei* to teach that the worl^? 
was created by God. He took Jehovah 
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ivhat he really is—^for a powerful Demon, or if 
he is to be called anytliing, for the Demiurgos. 

“It follows that Jehovah, creating man, 
.gave him knowledge of the visible and the 
visible world. 'I'he fall of Adam and Eve- 
/flwhich I'll explain to you another day, had 
hot fully destroyed that knowledge of the 
first man and the lirst woman, who passed 
tlieir teachings on to thc'ir cliildien. Those 
: teachings, on w'hich tlie domination of nature 
'relies, have been consigned to the book of 
Enoch. The Egyptian priests have kept the 
tradition which they li.xed with mysterious 
signs on the walls of the temj»les and the 
cofiios of the dead. Moses, brought up in the 
saiirHinry of i\lcm])his, wa'^ one of the initiated. 
His books, miinlxTing live, ]XMhaps six, con¬ 
tain like very ]necious Jiichives the treasures 
of divine knowledge. You’ll discover there 
the most beautiful secrets if you have cleared 
them of the intcr])olations which dishonour 
them ; one scorns the literal iiiid coarse 


sense, to attach oneself to the most subtle. 
. I have penetrated to the largest ])art, as it w'ill 
. appear to you also later on. Meanwhile, the 
•teuth, kept like virgins in tlic teinj)les of Egypt, 
irpassed to the wizards of Alexandria, who en- 
.'■'iiched them .still more and ciow'iied them witli 
^^l 11 the pure gold beciiieathed to Greece by 
j 3 *yth^oias and his disci])los, with whom the 
p^ces of the air con\'ersed fjimiliarly. Wherc- 
jibre, gentlemen, it i.s convenient to explore 
books of the Hebrews, the hicioglyphics 



THE QUEEN ’ pfeOAUQUE ■§ . 




of the Egyptians and those treatises of the*^ 
Greeks which arc called Gnostic precisely. ; 
because the}' possessed knowledge. I reserve.'^ 


for myself, as is (luite equitable, the mostj 
arduous part of this extciisi\'c work. I appjyj^ 
myself to dcdiiher those hieroglyphics whicl^; 
the Egyptians used to inscribe in the* temples 1 
of tiu’ir gods and on llu* graves of their priests. . 
Having Ivrought over from Egj'pt a great' 
nunibor of those. inscrij>tions, f fathom their, 
.sense by me?ns of a key 1 was able to discover, 
with C'lenieiil of Alexandria. 


“ The Kabbi Mosaide, who lives in retire- 
jnent with me, works on the le-establishment 
of tJic tru(‘ sri:si' of the i*i‘ntai' nrh. He is an 


old man very well v'crsed in ioagie., who has 
lived seventeen veins shut iij) in the. crypt oi 
tile (ireat IVrainid, where he road the books 


of Toth. ('oiK'erninij yourselve.s, gentlemen, 1 
intLMid to employ your knowledge, in reading 
the Alexandrian MSS. wliicl'. I hp.ve collected 


myself in gieal niunbris. 'iheie. youMl find, 
no doubt, some marveiious secrets, and I do 


not dfnibt that with the lu lp of these three . 
sources of liglit- the Egyjilian, the Hebrew 
and the (iicek- I'll soon ac(|iiire. the means.1,.‘ 
still want, to command absolutely nature, ■ 


visible as w(‘l! as invisible. 


believe me I' 


shall know how to n^warcl y(»nr services by;', 
making you in some way parlidpators of my;Ci 
power. ■ ^ 

“ I do not si)eak to you of a more Milgair^ 
means to recognise them. At tlie point 1 hatiye^' 
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^reScli^d in my philosophical labours^ money 
;i$ for me but a trifle.” 

Arrived at this part of M. d'Asterac's dis- 
j-cburse my good tutor interrupted by saying : 

“Sir, I’ll not conceal from you that this 
(:yery money, which seems to be a trifle to you, 
L' is fof myself a smarting anxiety, because I 
have experienced that it is not ea^y to earn 
• some and remain an honest man or even othcr- 
■ wise. Therefore, f should be thankful for the 
assurance you Avould kindly cu that 

subject.” 

M. d’Asterac, with a movement which 
seemed to remove an invisible object, gave 
M. Jyrome ('uisinard the \vi>hed-for assurance ; 
for mv->^« lf, curious a> I was of all 1 .saw, I did 
not wish for anything belter than to (’uter into 
a new life. 

At his master's call, the old sci x anl who had 
opened the door to ns aj>])cared in the study. 

“Gentlemen,” said »)ur host, “ I give you 
your liberty till diimcr at noon. -Meanwhile 
I should h\‘ \'crv much obliged to you for 
ascending to tlic rooms J have had prepared 
for you, and let rno know that there is nothing 
'.wanting for your comfort. ( riton will conduct 

I-'' * 1 j 

:you. 

'i.\.Having assured himself that we were follow- 
^irig him, silent (Til*m wont out and began to 
i-^cend the stairs. He went n]'> to the roof 
^^imbers, then, having taken some stejis down 
i^ailong passage, he indicated to us tno very 
:>^ean rooms where lires sparkled. I could 
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never have believed that a castle as shatteredi^' 


on the outside, the front of which showed;*- 
nothing but cracked walls and dark windows^>^ 
was as habitable in some of its inner parts.'ii 
My first care was to know where I was. Our^S 
rooms looked on the fields, the view from them-l;: 
embraced the marshy slopes of the Seine, > 
extending up to the Calvary of Mont Valdrien. 
Eyeing our furniture, I could sec, laid out on’"; 
my bed, a giey coat, breeches to match and a 
sword. On the carpet were buckle shoes 
neatly coupled, the heels joined and the points 
separated just as if they had of themselves 
the sentiment of a fine, deportment. 

l^aiiguied favourably of the liberality of 
our master. To do him honour, I dressed 
very carefully and si^rcad abundantly on my 
hair the powder a box full of which I found on 
a small table. And very welcome were the 
laced shirt and white stockings I discovered in 
one of the drawers ol the chest. 


Having put on shirt, stockings, breeches, 
vest and coat, I walked up and down my 
room with hat under the arm, hand on the 
guard of my svvoid, thinking all the thne' 
on the looking-glass, and regretting that!- 
Catherine, the lacemaker, could not see me\ 


in such finery. .!g: 

In this way I was occupied for a little while^i; 
when M. Jdromc Coignard came into my roojn'C 
with a new neckband and very respectably^; 
clerical garb. 

" Tournebroche,” he exclaimed, “ is it Sfoujl; 
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boy ? Never forget that you owe these 
ine clothes to the knowledge I have given you. 
‘^ey fit a humanist like yourself, as who says 
/.humeinities says also elegance. But look on 
'/hie and say if I have a good mien. In this 
^/dress I consider mj^self to be a very honest 
'man. ' This M. d’Astcrac seems to be tolerably 
Vmagnificent. lt*s a pity ho/s mad. Wise he 
•lis in one way, as he calls his valet ( riton, 
which means judge. And it’s very true that 
■^otir valets are the witne.sses of all oiir a-^'llons. 


When Lord \’erul;nn, riiaiicellor of England, 
whose philosophy I esteem but little, entered 
the great hall to be tried, his lackeys, who were 
clad’^jntli an oinilence by which the cojiiousiiess 
of the f'banceilor’s Jiuusehold could be judged, 
rose to render liiin due honour. Lord \'ci uiani 


said to them: ‘ Sit down, your rising is my 
falling.’ As a fact, those knaves, by their 
extravagance, had pushed him to ruin and 
compelled him to do tilings for which he was 
indicted as a peculator. Tourncbroche, my 
boy, always remember this misfortune of Lord 
Verulam, (liancellor of lingland and author 
of the ‘ Novum Organum.' But to return to 
:;?4ihait Sire d’Asterac, in whose service we are ; 
>;^.'is a great pity that he is a sorcerer and 
to cursed science. You know, my boy, 
^‘“;.j)ride myself on my delicacy in inatters of 
I find it hard to serve a cabalist who 
^arhs out Holy Scriptures upside down under 
^^gipretext to understand them better that 
. However, if he is, as his name and- 
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speech indicate^ a Gascon nobleman^ ^ ha^e': 



nothing to be afraid of. A Gascon may .make^' 
a contract with the devil and you may b41 
sure that the devil w'ill be done.” .*.? 

The dinner bell interrupted our conversatibni^ 
But while descending the stairs, my kind^ 
tutor said ; * 


“ 'roiirnebroclie, my boy, remember, duririgy 
the w'hoU; meal, to follow all my movements,? 
to enable you to imitate them. Having*^ 
dined at the third table of the Bishop of Seez/ 
r know how to do it. It’s a difficult art.. 
It’s harder to dine than to speak like a‘ 
gentleman.” 



CHAFTI’.U VII 


Dinner nnd Thnu.qhis on I'oocl 

'We. found in thu dining-room a table laid for 
■ three, where M. d’Astcrar. nuide us lake our 
places. 

: Critoii, wlio acted as butler, served us 
with jellies, and thick soiiji strained a dozen 
times. Hut we r.ould nut see any joints. As 
well as we could, my kind tutor and myself 
tried Lo hide our siir[)n'se. "SI. d’Asterac 
guessed it and said : 

. " Gentlemen, this is only an attempt, and 
may seem to you an unfortunate one. I shall 
not persist in it. Til hav(‘ some more cus¬ 
tomary dislic.s served for you and 1 shall not 
disdain to partake of them. If the dishes I 
.offer yon to-day are badly prepared, it is less 
iuE&iault of my cook than that of chemistry, 
■IwB^i is still in its infancy. Hut they will at 
'"-all wents give you an idea of what will bo in 
r,the future. At present men eat without philo- 
^Spphy. They do not nourish themselves like 
^feasipnable beings. They do not think of 
Isuch. But of what are they tliinkiiig ? Most 
'^1 them live in stupidity and actually those 
Jwho are capable of reflection oci'uj^y their 
J^^gds with silly things like controversies and 
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poetry. Consider mankind, gentlemen^;' 
their meals since the far-away times wfaej^ 
they cea.sed their intercourse with Sylpl^^, 
and Salamanders. Abandoned by the genii'^^ 
of the air they grew heavy and dull in ignorance?^ 
and barbarity. Without policy and ,withputr?.j 
an tliey lived, mule and miserable, in cavefnS;^;-i 
on the border of tonents or in the trees of the'v^ 
forest. Tiic chase was their only industry 
After lla^■illg surprised (n- captured by quick-s^ 
ness a timid ar.imal, they devoured that preyi? 
still ]ial])itating. 

“ Tliey also fed on the flesh of their com¬ 
panions and inlirm relatives ; the first. * 
sepulchres of human beings were living graves, 
faniisiied and insensible intestines. After long ■ 
.fierce centuries a ilivinc man made his . 
appearance ; the Greeks call him Prometheus.-,. 
It cannot be doubted that this sage had inter--\ 
course in the homes of the Nytiphs with the 
Salamander folks. He learnt of them and ' 
showed to the; nnha]i])y mortals the art of. 
producing and conserving fire. Of all the u’ 
innumerable advaiuagcs that men have drawii^X". 
from this celestial jiresent, one of the happiesi^^* 
was the possibility of cooking food, and hyli;) 
this treatment, to render it lighter and mortij4 
subtle. And it's in a large ])art due to th^J- 
effect of a nourishment submitted to 
action of the flame that slowly and by degre^^ 
mankind became intelligent, industnou^p 
meditative and apt to cultivate the arts- 
sciences. But that was only a first stepj^’gi^i^® 
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.it IS ^ievous to think that so many millions 
of. years had to pass before a second step was 
iixiade. From the time when our ancestors 
toasted beasts’ quarters on Jires of brambles 
in the shelter of a rock, we liavc not made any 
true progress in cooking, for sure, gentlemen, 
you‘cannot put a higher value on the inven¬ 
tions of Lucullus and that gross pic to which 
Vitellius gave the name of Shield of Minerva 
than on our roasts, ]3attic;s, stews, our stuffed 
.^eats and all the fricassees which still suffer 
from the ancient barbarity. 

“ At Fontainebleau, the king’s table, where 
a whole stag is dished up in his skin and his 
antlers, presents to the eye of the philosopher 
a spectacle as rude as that of the troglodytes, 
cowering round the smoking cinders, gnawing 
horse bones. The brilliant paintings of the 
hall, the guards, the. richly clad oflicers, the 
musicians playing the melodies of Lambert 
and Lulli in the gallery, the golden goblets, 
the silver plate, the silken tablecloth, the 
Venetian glass, tlie chased ej)ergnes full of rare 
.flowers, the heavy candlesticks—^tliey cannot 
^change, cannot lend a dissimulating chai'm 
the true nature of this miclcan charncl- 
iiouse, where n)en aird women 'issemble over 
i^animal bodies, broken bones and torn meats 
^^o gloat greedily o\'er them. (Ih, wliat un- 
s^iUosophical nourishment! We swallow with 
stupid gluttony muscle, fat and intestines of 
feasts without discerning in tho.se substances 
parts as are truly adapted to our nourish- 
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merit and tliose much more abundant 'Vlrhichl 
we ought to reject; and we fill our stomacli^l 
indiscriminately with good and bad, useful and]^ 
injurious. Tliat*s the very point, where a;, 
separation is to be niajic, and, if the whole.^ 
medical facultv could boast of a chemist and- 
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j)iiilosoplier, wo shoidd no more be compelled.- 
to jiaj take of such disgusting feasts. 

“ They would prepare for us, gentlemen,v 
distilled .iiK'ats, <*ontaining nothing but what' 
is in syinj)al]iy and atVmity with our body. ’ 
Nothing would be used but the iiuintessence. 
of oxen and pigs, tlie (‘lixir of jiartridges and 
capons, and all that is swallowed could be 
digested. T dt» not give np all li»»pe, gentlemen, 
of obtaining such results by thinking some-' 
what deeper over chemistry and medicine 
than I have had leisure to do up till now.” ^ 

At these words of our host, M. Jerome 
Coignard, raising his «:yes over the thin black 
broth iu his plate, looked uneasily at M. 
d’Asterac, who contiimed to say : 

” But that wfiuld still bo (|uite insufficient 
progress. No honest man can eat animal' 
flesh vithout disgust, and peojde cannot call' 
themselves refined as long as they keejj 
.slaughtcjr-houses and butchers* shops in their/ 
towns. But the. da}' will come when we shally 
know exactl}^ the nourishing elements coa^. 
tained in animal carcasses, and it will becom^i 
possible to extract those very same element^^' 
from bodies without life, and which 
fuinish an abundance of them. Those bodied 
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v^^thout life contain, as a fact, all that is to be 
:;fbuhd in living beings, because the animal 
'. ’lihs been built up by the vcigetablc, which has 
^-.itself ^ drawn the subslaiice out of the inert 

Jo^ourid. 

“ Then people will feed on extracts of 
;:metal and mineral conveniently treated by 
; physicians. \ have no doubl but that the 
/iaste of them will be exquisite' and the absorp- 
'. 'tion salutary, (' ookerv will b(' d(jne. in retorts . 
and stills and alelu'inists will b«‘ (nir cooks. 

- Are you not iin|Kitient, gentlemen, to w'o such 
marvels ? I pronh>e them to you at a very 
near time. Ihit you are not able at jjresent 
to unravel tin* excellent ('fleets tliey will 
produce.” 

“ In truth, sii', f do not unravel them,” 
'Said my kind tutor, and had a Jong draught 
of wine. 

. ” If such is the case,” said M. (VAsterac, 
’•"listen to me for a moment. No more 
■ burdened with slow' digestions, mankind will 
''.become marvellously active, tlieir sight will. 

become singularly ])ie] cing, and they will see 
fAhe ships gliding on the seas of the moon. 
?^Th«r understanding will be clearer, their ways 
I softer. They will gi'catly advance in their 
|faowdedge of God and nature. 

" But it also seems necessary to look 
’forward on all the changes which cannot fail 
jjio occur. Even the structure of the hiuiian 
)^ody will be inodilie.d. It is an uncoiitra- 
'ictajble fact that without exercise all organs 
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.flatten and end by disappearing altogether 
It has been observed that fishes deprived.oj^ 
light become blind. I myself have seeir 
Valais that shepherds who fed on ciirdledVi? 


balni.s 1 have spoken of, their intestines will be.-J 
shoriened by ells and the volume of the^ 
stomach will shrink considerably/' 

“ I'or once, sir," said my tutor, " you go too > 
quickly and risk making a mess of it. I never 5 
considered it to be disagreeable when women ^ 
get a little coi'iioiation, esp<?cially if all the^ 
remainder of hei* body is well proportioned. 
It's a kind of beauty I'm raTher partial to. - 
Do not transform it inconsiderately." 

"No matter, we'll leave woman's body ^ 
and flanks formed after the canons of the ^ 


Greek sculptors. I'hat will be to give you . 
pleasure, reverend sir, and also in due con- 
sideration of the labours of inaternity. It is 
true, I intend in that case also, to make . 
several changes of whirli I'll speak to you on a *^4 
future day. Mnt to returi^ to our subject.'^ 
I have to acknowledge that all I have till now 
predicted is nothing but a preparatory measure^ 
for the real nourishnieiit, which is that of t& 6 ^ 
Sylphs and all aerial spirits. They d'rin^ 
light, which is .sufficient to give to their bodie^- 
marvellous strength and .subtility. It is the^! 
only potion, one day it will be ours als'cJj^ 
Nothing more is to be done than to rend^^: 
the rays of the sun drinkable. I confess tha^ 
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ri ",db not see with sufficient < clearness the' 
.' means to arrive at it, and I do foresee many 
;; emcumbrances and great obstacles on the road. 
TBut whensoever some sage shall be able to do 
mankind will be the cc|iial of Sylphs and 
'^S^amanders in intelligence and beauty.” 

' My good tutor listened to these words, 
^folded in himself, his head sadly lowered. 

^ He seemed to conteiTij.)latc the changes to 
himself from the kind of food imagined by our. 
host. 


“ Sir,” he said after a while, ” did you not 
: speak at yonder cooksho]i of an elixir which 
dispenses with all kinds of fooil ? ” 

“•True, I did,” replied M. d’Astcrac, “ but 
thal liquor is only good for philosojihens, and 
by that you may understand how restricted 
is the use of it. It will be better not to 
mention it.” 

One doubt tormented me. I asked leave 
of our host to submit it to him, rertairi that 
; he W’ould enlighten me. at once. He allowed 
. me to speak and I said : 

” Sir, tliose Salamanders, who you say are 
jfeo beautiful, and of whom, after your relation, 
■J[,have conceived a charmiiig idea, have they 
^unhappily sjioiled their teeth by light drink- 
■jing, as the shepherds at Valais lost theirs by 
^^e^^ng only on milk diet ? I confess I am 
i;T)ither uneasy about it. ” 

son,” replied M. d’Asterac, '‘your 
furiosity pleases me and 1 will satisfy it. The 
^^manders have no teeth that wc should 
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call such. But tlieir gums are furnished Withi 
two ranges of pearls, very wliite aiid yery^? 
brilliant, lending to their smiles an incoh--': 


ceivable gracefulness. You should know that; 
these pearls are light hardened.” ' 

I said to M. d’Asterac that I was glad it was^ 
so and he continued : , v 


“ MiU’s teeth are a sign of ferocity. Once, 
pco])le aic projK'i'ly fed, their teeth will give. 
way to some ornament similar to the peai'ls" 
of the Salamandi'r. 'Fhen it will become in- 


comjjrchensihle that a lover could, without 
horror and disji>nst, contcm])latc dogs' teeth in- 
the moilth of his beloved.” 



CHAFER VIII 


The Libniry and its Contents 

■ "i 

Ai^ter dinner our host conducted us to a vast 
g^ery adjoining his study ; it was the library.. 
There were to be seen ranged on oakeii j^helves 
an innumerable army, or rather a grand 
assembly, of books in duodecimo, in octavo, 
in quarto, in folio, clad in calf, sheep, morocco 
leather, in parchment and in pigskin. The 
light fell through six windows on tliis silent 
assembly extended from cuic end of the liall 
•to the other, all along the liigli walls. Large 
tables, alternated with globes and astronomical 
.apparatus, occupied the middle of the galleiy, 
M. d'Asterac told us to make choice of the 
place most convenient for our woik. 

My dear tutor, his head high, with look and 
breath inhaled all these books drivelling with 

ipy- 

®y Apollo ! ” he exclaimed, “ what a 
y^plendid library ! The Bishop of ov'er 

Il'ich in works of canonical law, is not to be 
Icbinpared to this. Thcic is no pleasanter 
ijabSde in my opinion, actually the Iilysian 
l^iblds as described by Mrgil. At iirst sight 
can discover such rare books and precious 
^^ections that I have my doubts, sir, if any 
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other private library prevails over this 
is inferior in France only to the Mazarin arii^' 
the Royal. I daresays seeing all these Greej^ 
and Latin MSS. closely pressed together iYi thiij 
single corner, one may, after the Bodleian/- 
the Ambrosian, the Lanrontinian and the; 
Vatican also name, sir, tlje Astcracian. Withr.^ 
out Haltering myself I may say that I smell- 
triifllcs ai^.d l)ooks at a long distance and I; 
consider myself from now, to be the equal of 
Peiresc, of C:roller and of ('anevarius, who are 
the jirinccs of bibliophiles.” 

*■ 1 consider myself to be over them,” said 
M. d’Asterac (luietly, " as this library is a 
great deal more precious tha;- all those.you 
have named. The King's Library is but an old 
bookshop ill comparison with mine—that is,; 
if you do not considei- the number of books 
only and the cjuantily of blackened paper. 
Gabriel Naude and your Abbe Bignon, both 
librarians of fame, are, compared to me, 
indolent sliepherds of a vile herd of sheep-: 
like books. I ('oncede that the Benedictines 
are diligent, but they have no high spirit and 
their libraries reveal the mediocrity of the! 
souls by whom they have been collectedgf 
My gallery, sir, is n<it on the pattern of othejs".-; 
The works I have got together form a whole.! 
which doubtless will procure me knowle^e^^ 
My library is gnostic, (ecumenic and spiritual]^ 
If all the lines traced on those niimberle^^ 
sheets of paper and parclimcnt could ent^^‘ 
in good order into your brain, you, sir, wou 
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;. jthbw £^11^ could do all^ would be the master of 
^ature, the plasmator of things, you would 
;hold the whole world betw'een the two fingers 
Jtbf your hand as I now hold these grains of 
:>tdbacco.” 

V With these w'ords he offered his snuff-box 


"to,my tutor. 

“You are very jiolite,” said M. Jerunie 
'•;jCoignard. 

Letting his transported looks wander over 
:^he learned walls he continued : 
jr “ Between th(‘M‘ third and fourth windows 


.;-.are shelves bearing an illustiious burden. 

■ There is the jneeting place of OiicMital ^ISS., 
who seem to conwrse together, f ste ten or 
twelve v'cnerable ones iindc'r slireds of purple 
"'tod gold figured silks, tln'ir veslnienls. Like 
.a Byzantine emperor, some of tlicin wear 
/jewelled clasps on their mantles, otlicrs are 
/mailed in ivory ])lates.“ 

' “ They arc the writings of Jewish, Arabian 
^tod Persian cabalists/' said M. d’Asterac. 
'-.y You have just opened ‘ Tlie Powerful Hand.' 
/jClpse to it j^ou’lJ find ‘ The Open Table,* 
V'?iThe Faithful Shepherd,* * The Fragments of 
jytlje ,Temple * and ' The Light of l3arkness,' 
place is eni}itv, that of ‘ Slow Waters,' 
^'precious treatise, which Mosaide studies at 
p|tesent. Mosaide, as 1 have already said to 
gentlemen, is in iny house, occupied with 
P^e,idiscovery of the deepest secrets contained 
i^;^^.the. scriptures of the Hebrews, and, over a 
old as he is, the rabbi consents not 
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to die, before penetrating into the sense of 
cabalistic symbols. I owe him much gratitude^ 
and beg of you gentlemen, when you see hiril^ 
to show him the same regard as I do myself., 
“Hut let us pass that over find come to what| 
is your special concern. I thought of yohi;^ 
reverend sir, to transcribe and put into LaBii^ 
some Greek MSS. of inestimable value. XvJ 
confide in your knowle^dge and in your zeaJ,*; 
and lia\-c doubt tliat your young disciplo'v 
cannot but he. of great hclj) lo yon." 

And addre.ssiiig me specially he said : 

“ Yes, niy son, 1 lay great hopes on you.^; 
They are basetl for a large pa' t on the ediica-' 
tion you have received. Foi, yon have, been 
brought 11]), so to say, in the ll;imes, under the ' 
mantel of thecliimncy liaunted by Salamanders. 
That is a very considerable circuinstaiice.” 

Without interiiipting his speech, he«took- 
up an armful of MSS. and deposited them on,, 
the table. *:'■ 




“ This," he said, showing a roll of papyrus,.'* 
“comes from Fgy|>t. tl is a book otj 
Zosiinus the Panopolitan, which was thought-'; 
to be lost and wliicli I found iny.self in a coHii^ 
of a priest of Sera]iis. ■ 

“And what yon sec here," he added, showing 
us some straj)s of glossy and librous leay^^ 
on which Greek letters traced with a bmSl^i 
w’ere hardly visible, “ arc unheard-of revel^5| 
tions, due, one to Gopliar the Ptirsian, 
other to John, tlie arch-priest c»f Saint Evagfc^ 
“ I should be very glad if you 
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IScdupy; yourselves with these works before 
o&ers. Afterwards we will study together 
©e MSS. of Synesius, Bishop of Ptolemy, 
^’f .Oiympiodoriis and Stephanus, which I dis- 
'fedvered at Ravenna, in a vault where they 
Ihjaive been locked uj) since llic reign of that 
'ignoramus Theodosius who has been sur- 
-jhanied the Great.” 

X; As soon as M. d'Asterac was gone, iny 
fiutor sat down over the papyrus of Zosinius 
^id, wdth the help oi a niagp.ifviug glass 
commenced to decipher it. I asked him if 
he was not surprised by what he had just 
Iheard. 

Without raising his head he replied : 

' " itly dear boy, I have known too many 

'^kinds of persons and traversed fortunes too 
various to be .surprised at anything. This 
gentleman seems to be demented, less be- 
^jciuse he really is so, but from his thoughts 
^differing in excess from those of the vulgar. 
rBut if one listened to discourses commonly 
"heM in this world, there would be found still 
Jess sense than in those of that philosopher, 
^j^ft to itself, the subliniost human reason 
its castles and tcm])les in the air and, 
M. d’Asterac is a pretty good gatherer 
Jf^youds. Truth is in God alone, never forget 
my boy. But this is really the book 
^jjhdiretli' written by Zosinius the Panopolitan 
fek'^his sister Tlicoscbia. What a glory and 
pj^at a delight to lead this unique MS. re- 
fibbovered bv a kind of prodigv! I’ll gi' 








give 
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it my days and night watches. How..I 
my boy, the ignorant fellows whom idlrae^ 
drives into debauchery. What a miserab^ 
life they lead! WTial is a woman in 
parison with an Alexandrian papyrus ? Coni-g 
l)ai e, if you please, this noble library with tli^ 
ta\'crn of the IJltlc Bacchus and the entertain-'^ 
inent of this precious MS. with the caresses; 
given t(.» a wench iiiidci' the bower; and tell^> 


mo, iny boy, where true, coiitentir.cnt is to be^ 
found. mo, a coiii]>anion of the Muses,; 

and admitted to the silent orgies of uiedita-' 
tion of which the rhetor of Madania speaks, 
with so nmeh eloquence, f thank God for 
ha\dng made me a respectable man.” ' . ? 



CHAFl'ER IX 


S#» . 

f) 


.At'Work on Zosimiis tlio 1 *aTi(ip(jliliiii- -f visit my Muiuc 
and hear (iossip aboiil M. (fAsiciae 

I . 

■t ■ 

■'During all the next month or six wet'ks, M. 

.Coignard applied hiins(‘lf, day and night, 

jiist as he had ])roinisorl, to ilie trading of 

Zosimus the l\iiio]^olitan. Dining tlic meals 

we paitook of at the table of d'Astcrac 

the conversation liirnrd on the opinions of 

the gnostics and on the knowledgi^ of the 

.ancient ligyptians. Heing only an ignorant 

^holar I was of little use to my good master. 

I did my best by making such rcsearclirs as 

he wanted me to make ; I. took no little 
■■ ■ 

pleasure in it. Truly, we lived haj)|iily and 
quietly. At about the seventh week, M. 
d'Asterac gave me h'ave to go and sei^ my 
parents at their cookshop. 'J'he shop appeared 
l^angely smaller to me. My mother was 
i^ere alone and sad. She cried aloud on seeing 
A^me.fitted out like a prince. 

My Jacques,” she said, “T a 

d she began to cry. We embraced, 
Iji . wiping her eyes with a corner of her 
apron she said : 

^our father is at the LMe Bacchus. 


am very 






& 
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Since you left he often goes there; iii yoi&l 
absence the house is less {pleasant £oP:;;hi^ 
He*ll be glad to see you again. But say, 
Jacques, aic you satisfied with your! ne; 
position ? 1 regretted letting you go wth thafi 
nol)lcman ; I even accused myself in cbii| 
fession to the third vicar ol‘ giving preferencefij 
to your bodily well-being over that of yem^ 
soul and not having thought of God 
establishing you. 'liic third vicar reprove^?; 
me kindlv u .hu' it, and cwhorted rnc to follow^! 
the exam]>le of tlie j)ions women in the^ 
Scri])tnre.s, several of wlioni lie named to me ; = 
but there are names there that I'll never be..; 
able to remember, lie did not explain liis-, 
meaning minutely as it was a Saturday^ 
evening and the chu. ch was full of ixjnitcnts. 

I reassured my good mother as well as K' 
could and told hei that M. d'Asterac made-; 
me work iu (iicc'k, which was the language:* 
in whicli I lie New 'I'estanuMit was WTitteii ; ■ 
this ]ileased her, but .die remained pensive. 

“ You’ll never guess, iny dear Jacquot/:.j 
she said, “who ‘^poke to me of M. d’Asterai^ 
It was Cadet to Saint-Avit, the serving-w’oirua^ 
of the Rt.»ctoi St Benoit. She comes frol^ 
Gascony, and is a native of a village ewb^ 
Laroque-Timbaut, c[iiite near Saint Eul^jl"^ 
of which M. d'Asterac is the lord. You kn6: 
that Cadetle Sainl-A\'it is elderly, 
waiting-w'oman of a rector ongh t to be. lirt 
youth she knew, in Jicr country, the Ui| 
Messieurs d’Asterac, one of whom was cap' ^ 
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^pf^a man-of-war and has since been drowned. 
^^;.i^as the youngest. The second was colonel 
k regiment, went to war and was killed. 
I^Pie ydest, Hercules d'Asterac, is the sole 
i^urVivor of the three brothers. It is the same' 

k/m 

Jone in whose service you are lor your good, at 
;;least I hope so. He dnssed niagiiilicently 
^in his youth, was liberal in his iiianners but 
ijof-a sombre humour. He kept aloof from 
^.all public business and was not anxirms to go 
. into the king's ser\ice, as hi.> two brotlicrs 
"had done and found in it an honourable, end. 
.He was accustomed to say that it was no glory 
to carry a sword at one's side, that he did not 
.'know of a more ignobh*, thing than tiie calling 
..of arms, and tliat a \'illage sea\ enger was, in 
'This opinion, high o^'cr a brigadier or a marshal 
)6f France. 'J'ho>o were his sayings. I confess 
"it does not seem to mo cither bad or malicious, 
^rather daring and whimsical. Hut .in some 
way they must be blamablc, as Cadette Saint- 
■ Avit said that the rector of her parish con- 
.sidered them to be coutrarv to the order 
^established by Ciod in this world and opposed 
JL6 that part of the Bible where God is gh'en a 
which means J.ord of Hosts, and that 
^ould be a great sin. 

■£' :;VTh.is M. Hercules had so little sympathy 
OTth the court that he refused to trac'd to 
^j^.Sailles to be presented to his Majesty 
iaqcprding to his birthright. He said ' the 
does not come to me and I do not go 
and anyone of sense, my Jacquot, 
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can understand that such is not a natur#* 

• If ' ■ ^ 

. ■. -I 

lify good mother looked inquiringly. an!^ 
anxioiislv at me and went f)ii : S 


“ What more I liavc to inform you about| 
my ilear Jaccpiot, is still less believable^ 
ITowevt'r ("adette Saint-A\'it s])uke of it as of: 


a ce. iMiiitv. And so I will tell you that 
Hercules d’Asterac, when he lived on his- 
estate, had no other care hut to bottle the: 


rays of the. (Tadette Saijit-Avit does noli 

know liow he managed it, but she is sure that' 
after a time, in tlu‘ Hagons well c'orked and 
heated in water tinv little women'. 


took form, charming tigiiies and dressed like, 
tlieatrc princesses, laiigli, Jac<iuot, liow- 
cs’cr one ought not to joke <»ver such thin^ 
when one can see the consecjiienco. It is; 
a great sin to create in such a way creatures 
who cannot be ba]ni-ed and who Tiover could 


have a part in the eternal blessings. You- 
cannot. suj)]K)‘.e. that M. d’Asterac carried 
tliose grotesque figures to a priest in their 
bottles to hold iliem over the christening fonti 
No godmother could have been found f^ 
them.” 

“ But, niy dear mamma,” I replied,, 
dolls of M. d'Asterac were, not in wahtVji^ 
chiistening, they had no participation M 
original sin.” j>5 

“ I never thought of that,” said my moth^S 
“And Cadettc Saint-Avit herself did no£ 
mention it, although she was the servant^^ 




■"‘yfetbir. " tlnhappily she left Gascony when 
young, came to France and had no 
Ignore news of M. d’Asterac, of his bottles 
.^iand his puppets. I sincerely hope, ray dear 


JJacquot, that he renounced his wicked works, 
ifwhich could not be acconi])lislied without the 


«lielp of the devil.’* 
y. i asked : 


“Tell me, my dear mother, did Cadette 
j-Saiii^t-Avit, the rector's servant, see the bodies 
; in the bottles with her own (iyes ^ ” ■ 

■ “ No, my dear child ; M. d’Astcrac ke]^t his 
dolls very secret and did not show them to 
anybody. Ihit she heard of tlieni from a 
chiircjiman of the name of Inilgenre, who 
haunted the castle, and swe^ro he had seen 


those little creatures stej) out of their glass 
prisons and dance a minuet. And she had 
:every reason to bc'Iicvc it. It is ])ossibIe to 
..doubt of what om*. sees, but you cannot doubt 
the w'ord of an honest man, especially when 
he belongs to the riuirch. 'lliere is another 
.misfortune with such secret practices, they 
.i^e extremely cosily and it is hard to imagine, 
Cadette Saint-Avit said, what money M. 
^^ercules spent to procure all those bottles of 
fjmflereht forms, those furnaces and conjuring 
ife^ks wherewith he filled his castle. | 5 ut after 
death of his brothers he became, the richest 
gentleman of his province, and while lie 
piS)^pated his wealth in follies, his good lands 
^i^rked for him. Cadette Saint-A\it rates him, 
all his expenses, as still a very rich man.” 
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These last words spoken, my father ehiiSe^^ 
the shop. He embraced me tenderly and col^ 
tided to me that the house had lost half, ifm 
pleasantness in consequence of my departur^ 
and that oi M. Jerome ('oi^nard, who wa^ 
honest and jo\'ial. fie coin})liniented me ot^ 
my dress and gax e me a lesson in deportment^ 
assm iiig me tliat trade had accustomed hii^ 
to easy manners by the continuous obligation 
he was under to gieet his customers like 
gentlemen, if as a hict Ihej’^ were only \nle rifE-.{ 
raff. Ho gave me» as a precept, to round off', 
the elbows and to turn my toes outward and. 
counselled me, beyond lliis, to go and see. 
I-eaudre at the fair of Saint ^iermain and to- 


adjust myself exactly on him. 

We dined together with a good appetite,- 
and we parted shed*ling floods of tears, 
loved them well, boih of them, and w'hat' 
principally made me cry was. that after an 
absence' of .six weeks only, they had already.^ 
become somewhat strange to me. And I; 
verily believe that thi'ir sadness was caused^ 
by the same sentiment. ‘ ii 




CHAPTKR X 


1 sec Catherine with I'riar aiul reflerL—^'Ehc r.iking of 
Nymphs for Satyrs—An Ahirin ol l*'jro -M. d'Astorac 
in liis J.alK)raiory 

When I came out ot the cooksIviT^ the night 
was black. At the corner oi the Rue des 
Ecrivains 1 lic'ard a fa,t and deep voice sing- 
ing: 

“ Si ton honneur die* csi pe*rduu 
[.a Ik'U'j, c ost tu L'a.s bicn voiilu. 


And soon I could see on the other side, wlience 
the voice sounded, h'riar .Ange, with wallet 
dangling on his shoiikler, holding ('atherine 
the lacemaker round the waist, walking in 
the shadow with a wa\'ering and triumphal 
step, spouting the gutter wat(?r under his 
sandals in a magnificent spirt of mire which 
seemed to celebrate his drunken glory, as 
the basins of WTsaillcs make their fountains 


j^lay in honour of tlic king. I put myself 
’;put of the way against the post in the corner 
a house door, so as not to be seen by thcm,i 
iJ^^hich was a needless precaution as they were 
ypo. much occupied with one another. With 
^er. head lying on the monk's shoulder, 
^^therine laughed. A moonray trembled on 
. moist lips and in her eyes, like the water 
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sparkles in a fountain; and I went my' Sivky]:- 
with luy soul irritated and iny heart oppuessed;: 
thinking on the provoking waist of that, fine 
girl jn-fssed by th(' arm of a dirty Capuchin. 

*' Is it possible,'* I said to myself, “ that 
such a pretty thing could bo in such ugly 
hands ? And if Catherine despises me need 
she l ender her despisal more r'l iiel by the liking 
she has for that niinglity I'riar Angc ? ” 

'I'his preference appeared singular to me 
and 1 concciv''(l as much surprise as disgust 
at it. Hut 1 was not the. disciple of M. 
Jerome Coignard for nothing. This inconi- 
paraldo teacher liad formed my mind to 
meditate. I recalled tf) niy-«*lf the satyrs 
one can sec in gardens cari viug <jli nymphs, 
and rellected iJiat if ( atherine was made like 
a nym])[i, thos<^ satyrs, at lea^t ;ls they are 
rcpresentcid to us, an- as horribl*. as yonder 
Capuchin. And f co’idnded th.al I ought not 
to be so vew much astoni-hed bv what I 
had just seen. My vexation, however, was 
not dissi])ated by my reasoii, doubtless because. 
it bad not its source there.. '! lics(! meditations 
got me* along tliroiigli the shadows of the ni^ht; 
and the mud of Hie thaw to the road of Saint' 
Germain, where I. met M. Jerome Coignard* 
-^who wa< returning Jionn* to the*. Cross of tlij^ 
Sablons after having supped in town. 

My boy,*’ he said, “ I lla^'o conversed of 
Zosiinus and the gnostics at the table of iL 
very learned ecclesiastic, quite another Pereia^ 
The wine was coarse and the fare but 
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^ but nectar and ambrosia floated through the 
di^ufse.” 

Then my dear tutor spoke of the Pano- 

> politan with an inconceivable eloquence. 

■ Alas ! I listened badly, thinking of that drop 

■ of moonlight which liail this very night fallen 
on the lips of ('atlieriiK^ tin; laceinaker. 

At last ho i:arn(‘ to a stop and I asked on 
what foundation tlio (iiocks had established 
the liking of the nynq^hs for satvrs. My 
teacher was so widely learned that he was 
always rcody to reply to all ([uestions. He 
told me : 


“ That liking is based on a natural sym¬ 
pathy. It is lively Init not s(> aj flcnt as the 
liking of th(! satyrs for tin' nvnij)hs, with 
which it corresj)onds. Jlio poets have 
observed this distinriion v(m v well, t'oncern- 


ing it I’ll narrate, yon a singular adventure 
I have read in a .MS., belonging to the library 
of the Jhshop of Seez. 11 was (1 still have it 


before my eyes') a C(jllection in folio, written 
in a good hand of last century. This is 
■ the singular fact reported in it. A Norman 
.^gentleman and liis wife took part in a public 
•>^tertainment, disguised, ho as a satyr, she as 
nymph. By 0\id it is known with what 
^Wdour the satyrs pursue the nymphs i that 
lEgentleman liad read Iho ‘ Metamorphoses.’ 
gjfie. entered so well into the spirit of his dis- 
!sk^e that nine months after, his wife presented 
ffim: with a baby w'hose forehead was horned 
whose feet were those of a buck. It is not 
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known what became of theiathcr beyond.thajt: 
he had the common end of all creatures, ta^ 
wit, that lie died, and that beside that capriped| 
he left another younger child, a Christian one: 
and of Iniman form. This younger son went? 
to law claiming that his brother should not'; 
got a i>art in the decc^ased father's inheritance 
for the reason that ho. did not belong to the., 
species redeemed by the blood of Jesus Christ. 
The Parliament of Normandy, sitting at 
Rouen, gave c. \'erdict in his favour, which was 
duly recorded." 

I asked my teacher if it wjis possible that a 
disguise could liavc such lUi effect 011 nature 
and if the shape of the clnld could follow 
that of a garment. M. Jciomc Coignard 
advised mo not to bolievt*. it. 

*' Jac.(|uos ToTiniohroche, my son," he said, 
“ remember always that a good mind repels 
all that is eoutrary to reason, e.xci'pt in matters 
of faith, wherein it is convenient to believe 
■ im]>licitly. Thank (iod ! I have never erred 
about the dogmas of our very holy religion,' 
and I trust to lincl myself in the. same disposi^ 
tion in the article of death.” .J 

Conversing in this manner we arrived at ttoj; 
castle. The roof seemed iu a red glow in th^ 
dark. Out of one of the chimneys flew flasii^» 
like sheets of lire, falling like fiery rain uridi^ 
the dense smoke wlierewith the sky 
veiled. We both believed the flames tq " 
devouring the building. My good tutor 
his hair and moaned : ' 
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"i: ' ‘ \My Zosimus, my papyrus, my Greek MSS.! 
gHelp ! Help ! my Zosimus ! ” 

Running up the great lane over puddles of 
Iwater reflecting the glare o£ the fire, we crossed 
?-;the park buried in clark shadows. We heard 
i^the roai'ing of the lire, which filled the sombre 
■ staircase. Two at a time we ran up the steps, 
^.stopping now and again to lisft n whence came 
";'that appalling noise. 

It appeared to us to come from a corridor* 
ion the third floor wliere we hati never been. 


■ In that direction we. fiiniblcd our way, and 
seeing through the slits of a door the red 
brigliLness, wc? knocked with all our might on 
the panel. It ojumkhI at once. 

. Ivi. d’A.sterac, who opened the door, stood 
/quietly before us. His long black Jigiiru seemed 
'.to be en\clo|H.*d in flaming air. He asked 
:'quietly on w hat jiressing business wc were look¬ 
ing for him at so late, an hour, riiore was no 
conflagration but a terrible lire, burning in a 

■ big* furnace with reflectors, wliicli as I have 
. .since learned arc called athanors. The whole 


xof the rather large room was full of gla.ss 
with long necks, twined round glass 
£tubes of a duck-beak sha])c, retorts, resembling 
Miubby cheeks out of which came noses like 
P^umpets, crucibles, cui^els, matrasses, cucur-. 
siiits and vases of all forms. 

-^y dear old tutor wi[)iiig his face shining 
^Ske live coals said : 

Oh, sir, we wore afraid that the castle 
l^ ia alight like straw. Thank God, the library 
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is not burning. But are you practising thiel 
spagyric art, sir ? ” . S 

" I do not want to conceal from you/' said^ 
M. d'Astcrac, “tliat I have made great progress; 
in it, but witlial 1 ha\'e not found the theorem- 
raj^ablc of rendering my work perfect. At the; 
moment yon knocked Jit tluj door I was picking- 
up the Spirit of the World, and tlie Flower of 
ifeavoii, which are the \ eritable Fountains of. 
Youth. Have you some understanding of. 
alchemy, Moriiieiir C'oignard ? ” 

The abbe replied that lu'. had got some 
notions of it from certain books, but that he 
considered tlie practice of it < > be pernicious 
and contrary to religion. M. d Asterac smiled 
and said : 

" You are too kiiowiisg a man, Af. ('oignard, 
not to be. ac<[uainled with the laying Eagle,, 
the Bird of Hermes, the l"o\vl ol licrmogencs, 
the Head of a Raven, the (ireen Lion and the' 
Phieni.K.*' 

“ I have beer, told," said my good master, 
“ that by these, names are ilistinguished the 
philosopher’s stone vi its different states. But 
I have doubts about the possibility of a 
transmutation of metals." 

With the greatest confidence M. d'Asterac? 
replied: i 

"Nothing is easier, my dear sir, than t<j^! 
bring your uncertainty to an end." '5:^ 

He opened an old rickety chest standing ii^ 
the w^all and took out of it a copjKsr coin, befl^ 
ing the effigy of the late king, and called 
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T-attention to a round stain crossing the com 
side to side. 

Tliaf,” he said, “ is the effect of the stone, 
Jjwhich has transjmitcd the copper into silver, 
;1jut that*s only a triile.” 

■ He went back to the chest and took out of it 
:a sapphire the size of an egg, an opal of 
; marvellous dimensions and a handful of perfect 
fine emeralds. 

“Here are some of my doings,'* he said,' 
which are prot)f enough that the s]jagyric 
art is not the dream of an empty brain.” 

At the bottom of the. small wooden bowl 
/lay five oj- six little dianionds, of which M. 
d’Asterac nuide no men lion, ^^y tutor asked 
.him il they also were of his make, and the 
/.alchemist having acknowledged it; 

/ “ Sir,” said the abbe, ” 1 slioiild counsel you 

' to show the curious, those diamonds prior to 
othe other stones by way of caution. If you 
let tlieni look In st at the sa])])hire-, opoX and 
...the emeralds, yon run the risk of a ])crsccution 
/for sorcery, because cvoiyono will say that 
-ithe devil alone was capable of producing such 
Intones. Just as the devil alone could lead an 
^i^y life in the midst of these furnaces, where 
^ne has to breathe flames. As far as I am 
ncerned, having stayed a single quarter of 
;ii hour, I am already half baked.” 

■/lotting us out, with a friendly smile M. 
t^terac spoke as follows :— 
gJ‘3Vell knowing what to think of the devil 
the Other, 1 willingly consent to speak of 
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them with persons who believe in them. Tw.4 
devil and the Other are, as it were, character‘d 
one m^y speak of them just as of Achilles sot® 
Thersites. .Ke assured, gentlemen, if the dev^| 
is like what lie is said to be, he does not live in'? 
SO subtle an element as liixj. It is wholly wrongj 
to ])Iace so villa inous a beast i ii the sun. But as’; 
I had the honour to say , Master Toumebroche,'; 
to the ('apuchin so clear to your mother, I; 
reckon that the C hristians slander Satan and- 
his demons. That in some unknown world- 


there may exist beings ^,till worse than man. 
is possible, but hardly conceiv able. Certainly, 
if such exist, they inhabit regions deprived of 
light, and il they are burning, it would be in ice, 
which, as a fact,causes the same smarting pain, 
and not in illustrious flames among the fiery' 
daughters of the stars. Tliey suffer becaur: 
they arc wicked, and wickedness is an evfil; 
but they can only suffer from chilblain^. 
With regard to yemr Satan, gentlemen, who- 
is a liorror for your tlieologiaiis, I do .hot' 
consider him to bo despicable, if I judge him- 


by all you say of him, and, should he pcradveil-. 
ture exist, 1 would think him to be, not a nast^' 
beast, but a little Sylph, or at least a Gnoinj^^ 
and a metallurgist a trifle mocking but veni 
intelligent.’* * 

My tutor st()p]^ed his ears with his fing^l^ 
and took to flight so as not to hear au3d:hmjj 
more. ' ' 5^ 

'* What impiety, Tonrnebroche, my bo}^ 
he exclaimed, when we reached the stairedj^ 
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lat blasphemies ! Have you felt all the 
iir^ in the maxims of that philosopher ? 
^^er^mshes atheism to a joyous frenzy, which 
^^akes me wonder. But this indeed 
|ipcihders him almost innocent, for being 
fapart from all belief, he cannot tear up the 
';.Holy Church like those \vh(» remain attached 
■to her by some lialf-severed, still bJeedijig limb. 
Such, my son, are the Lutherans and the 
;£alvinists ; wlio inorliry the C'hurch till a 
•separation occurs. On the conliaiy, atheists 
: damn themselves alone, and one* may dine with 
them without committing a sin. That's to 


say, that we need not ha\ e any scruple about 
living with M. d'Astcrac, wlio heliex er-- neither 
in God nor devil. But did you set;, Tournc- 
broclie, my boy, the handrul of little diamonds 
■ait the bottom ol’ the wooden bowl ?—tlic 
number of which ap]>ar('ntly ho did not know, 
, and which seemed to be of jiure water. I have 
.'my doubts about the oj^al and the sapphires, 
..but those diamonds looked genuine.’' 

. Wlien we reached our chambers we wished 
^eaeh other a very good-night. 



CHAPTER XI 


■S 




The Advent of Sj)nnf; and its L^lTucts —We visit MocaSd^l 


A 


Ui* till springtiine my tutor and myself led a1 
regular and secluded life. All the morningg) 
we were at work shut up in the gallery, 
came back here after dinner as if to the theatre^i 
Not as AI. Jerome (‘oignard used to say, tQi: 
give ourselves in the manner of gentlemeiti 
and valets a paltry spectacle, but to listen W 
the sublime, if contradictory, dialogues of the- 
ancient authors. J 

In this way the reading and translating o£ 
the Panopolitan advanced quickly. I hardly, 
contributed to it. Such kind of work was- 
above my knowledge and I had enough to det 
to learn the figure that tl.ie Greek letters make^ 
on papyrus. Sometimes I assisted my tutor 
consulting the authors who could enlighten hih^ 
in his researches, and foremost Olympiodorfi" 
and Plotinus, with whom since then I 
remained familiar. The small services l.w 
able to render him increased considerah! 
my self-esteem. 

After a long sliarj* winter I was on the ; 
to become a learned person, when the s|h 
broke in suddenly with her gallant cqiii^j 
of light, tendei' green and singing bir^ 
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[^Hume of the liJacs coming into the library 
.yihdows caused me vague reveries, out of ' 
'%*hich ray tutor called me by saying : 

“ Jacquot Tournebroche, j)J.oase climb up 
;that ladder and tell me if that rascal JManethon * 
does not mention a god Imhotep, who by his 
contradictions tortures oik- like a de\'il.” 

And my good master Idled his nose with 
tobacco and looked (piite content. 

On another occasion he said : 

“ My boy, it is i emarkabU: hi)w great an 
influence our gannents have on our moral 
state. Since j ny neckbaiid has become spotted 
with different sauces I have (lrop])c.d upon it 
I feel a less honest man. Now that you are 
dressed like a iiiai tjuis, 'roiirnebroche, does not 
the desire tickle you to assist at the toilet of an 
opera girl, and to put a roll of sjuirioiis gold 

{ rieces on a faro-table in one word, do you not 
eel yoursell' to l)e a man of quality ? Do not 
.take what 1 say amiss, and remember that it is 
siifticient to give a coward a bnsby to make him 
hasten to become a soldier and be knocked on 
. the head in the king’s service. Toiirnebroche, 
;6ur sentiments are composed of a thousand 
Jthings we cannot d« tet t for their smallness, and 
the destiny of our immortal soul depends some- 
|times on a puff too light to bend a blade of 
Ij^ass. We aie the toy of the winds. But 
me, if you please, ‘ The Rudiments of 
Wbssius/ the red edges of which I see stand 


^t under your left arm." 
iti^cOn this same day, ai 


after dinner at three 
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o’clock, M. d’Asterac led us, my teacher and 
myself, to walk in the park. He conducted- 
us to the west, where Rueil and Mont' 


Valerien are visible. It was the deepest and 
most desolate part. Ivy and glass, cropped 
by the rabbits, covered the })aths, now arid 
then obstructed by large trunks of dead trees.' 
The marble statues on both sides of the way 
smiled, unconscious of their ruin. A nymph, 
witl] her broken hand near her mouth, made a 


sign to a shej»li(M (l to remain silent. A young 
faun, his head fallen to the ground, still tried 
to put his flute to his li])s. And all these 


divine beings seemed to teacJi ns to despise the 
injiirie.s iiiflicled by time and fortune. We 
followed the banks of a canal where the 


rainwater nom ished the tree frogs. Round a 
circus rose slo]>ing basins wher e i)igcoiis went 
to drink. Arrived thi-re we went by a narrow 
pathw^ay driven through a cop])ice. 

“ Walk with care,” said M. d’Astcrac. 
" This pathway is somewhat dangerous, as it is 
lined by mandrakes which at night-time sing 
at the foot of the trees. Tiicy liide in the 
eartli. Take care not to put your feet on 
them ; you will get love sickness or thirst after; 
wealth, and would be lost, because the passions 
inched by mandrakes arc unhappy.” 

I asked how it was possible to avoid the 
invisible danger. M. d’Astcrac replied that 
one could escape it by means of intuitive 
divination, and in no other way. ’ 

“Besides,” headded,”this pathway isfata};^! 



went 
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on in a direct line to a brick 
»^^vilion, hidden under ivy, which no doubt 
^:h'ad served in time gone by as a guard lioiise. 
.;>TTiere the park came to ati end cJose to the 
rStioiiotonoiis marshes of the Seine. 

“ You see this ]mvilion/’ said M. d'A.sterac, 

.' “ in it lives tlie most learned of men. Therein 
; Mosaiclc, one hiuidrc^d and twenty years old, 

; .penetrater^, witli majestic self-will, the 
mysteries of nature. Ife has left Imbonatus’ 
' and Bartoloni far behind. 1 wanted to honour 
myself, gentleiiicn, by keeping under my 
roof the greati^st cabalist since Kiioch, son of 
Cain. Religions scruples ha\e prevented 
;.Mosaidc taking his place at my table, which he 
. supposes to be a Christians, by which lie does 
;,- me too much honour. You cannot conceive the 
^^iviolence of liate, of this sage, of everything 
Christian. I had the gri-aiest dilliculty to 
■ make him dwell in the j*avilion, where he lives 
''.alone with his niece, Jahel. (icntlemen, yon 
;^shall not wait longer before becoming ac- 
rquainted with iNfosaide and 1 will at once 
^present both of you to this divine man.” 

And ha^■illg thus spoken, M. d'Asterac 
' tished us inside the pavilion, where between 
ISS. strewn all round was seated in a large 
&rm-chair an old man with piercing eyes, a 
^oqked nose, and a coii]>le of thin streams 
^ I --white beard growing from a receding 
^in, a velvet cap, formed like an imperial 
irpwn, covered his bald skull, and his body, 
if. an inhuman emaciation, was wrapped up 



in an old gown of yellow silk^ resplendent 

dirty- ..'/./'N 

Right piercing looks were turned on us, 
he gave no sign that he noticed our arrival.. ’ His* 
face had an expression of painful stubbornn^^: 


and he slowly rolled between his rigid finger^; 
the r»*ed which served him for writing. 

'' Do not expect idle u'ords from Mosai'de/'; 
said M. d’Asterac to us. “ For a long time^! 
this sage does not communicate with anyone'; 
but the genii and myself. His discourses are' 
sublime. As he will never converse with you, 
gentlemen, Til endeavour to give you in a few 
words an idea of his merits. First he has'. 


penetrated into the spii itual seiise of the books 
of Moses, after that into the vahieof the Hebrew 
characters, which dej>t;nds on the order of thd 
letters of the alphabet. This order has been.; 
thrown into confusion from the eleventh letter. 


forward. Mosai'de lias re-established it, which 
Atrabis, Philo, Avicemie, Kaymoiid Lully-, 
P. de la Mirandola, Keuchlin, Henry More. 


and Kobert Flydd have been unable to da. 
Mosaide knows the immbcr of the gold which, 
corresponds to Jehovah in the world Of 
spirits, and yon must agree, gentlemen, thaj 
that is of infinite consequence.*’ i 

My dear tutor took his snuff-box in han^ 
presented it civilly to iis, took a pinch him^y 
and said: ., 

“ Do you not belie\'e, M. d’Asterac, that tH^ 
sort of knowledge is the very kind to bring 
to the devil at the end of this transient 
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^^^^retation of the Holy Scriptures. When 
H^.iLoid expired on the cross for the salvation 
pf niankind the synagogue felt a bandage slip 
-her eyes, she staggered like a drunken 
Iwoman and the crown tell from her head. 
§Since then the interpretation of the Old 
iTestament is confined to the Catholic Church, 
‘to which in spite of iny many iniquities 
j belong.” 

?■' At these words Mosakle, like a goat god, 
smiled in a hideous manner, and said to my 
- dear tutor, in a slow and musty voice sounding 
.as from far away : 

“The Masorah has not confided to thee 
her Sv:orets and the Mischna has not revealed 
to thee her mysteries.” 

J “ Mosaide,” continued M. d’Astcrac, “ not 
ibnly interprets the books of Moses but also 
ithat of Enoch, which is much more important, 
^'and which has bei.-n rejected by the Christians, 
i'Svho were unable to understand it; like the 
vCock of the Arabian fable, who disdained the 
^earl fallen in his grain. 'Fhat book of Enoch, 
pM: ' Abb6 Coignard, is the more precious 
piecause tlKjrein an* to be seen the first talks' 
ghe daughters of man had with the Sylphs. 
KQU'must understand that those angels which 
pS'Enoch shows us had love connection with 
^oinen were Sylphs and Salamanders.” 

1 will so understand, sir,” replied my good 
jg^ter, "not wishing to gainsay you. But 
Kcim what has been conserved of the book of 
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Enoch, which is clearly apocryphal, I sus|^ 
those angels to have been not Sylphs .bijj 
simply Phoenician merchants." 

" And on what do you found," asked' 
d’Astcrac, “ so singular an opinion ? " ' VS 

" I found it, sir, on what is said in. tham 
very book that the angels taught the wonienf 
how to use bracelets and necklaces, to painl^ 
the eyebrows and to employ all sorts of dyesi^ 
It is further said in the same book, that the^ 
angels tauglit the daughters of men the peculiair^ 
qualities of roots and trees, cnchantments/J 
and the art of obscTving the stars. Truly, 
sir, have not those angc'ls lh‘'‘ appearance of: 
Syrians or Sidonians gone a-^hore on some.;- 
half-deserted coast and unj>acking in the.^: 
shadow of rocks their trumptTy wares tO'^" 
tempt the girls of the savage tribes ? Thesfeg 
traffickers gave them copper necklaces, 
armlets and medicinrs in exchange for amber,’!^; 
frankincense and furs. And iht.‘y astonishedi 
these beautiful but ignorant creatures by) 
speaking to tlnun of the stars with a knowT-'i^ 
ledge acquired by seafaring. That’s deaf, iS 
think, and I should like to know in whatj 
M. Mosaide could contradict inc." 

Mosaide kept mut(i and M. d'AsteraQ^ 
smiling again, said : 

" M. Coignard, yon do not reason so badl^2 
ignorant as you still arc of gnosticism and the 
Cabala. And what you say niakes me thin£ 
that there may have been some metallurgist^ 
and gold-working Gnomes among the Syl] ^ 
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o.. joined themselves in love with the' 
ghters of men. The Gnomes, and that is a 
occupied themselves willingly with the 
^goldsmith's art, and it is probable that those 
^genious demons forged Ihc bracelets you 
^.^elieve to have been of Phoenician 
,^Manufacture. 

“ But 1 warn yon, you'll be at some disad- 
iTOntage, sir, to comped*; with Mosaidc in the 
kjaiowledge of human anticpiities. He has 
jSrediscovered monuinents which were believed 
\to have been lost; among others, the column 
Vof Seth and the? oracles of Sambethc the 
-^daughter of Noah find the most ancient of 
fthe sybils.” 

V “ On! ” exclaimed my tutor as he stamped 
"bn the powdery floor so that a cloud of dust 
^^hirlcd up. ” Oh ! what dreams ! If is too 
]much, you make fun of me ! And M. Mosaide 
jipatinot have so much fooleiy in his head, 
^.imder his large' bonnet, resembling the crown 
Charlemagne;; that column of Seth is a 
* «diculous invention of that shallow^ Flavius 
'l< 2 se^hus,an absurd story by which nobody has 
‘*^11 miposed upon before you. And the predic- 
Ijhs of Sambethc,Noah’s daughter, I am really 
gnbus to know them; and M. Mosaid*;, who 
sths to be pretty sparing of his w'ords, would 
&jS!gp by uttering a few by word of mouth, 
it is not possible for him, I am quite 
)|^d to recognise it, to pronounce them by 

the ancient sybils 
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Mosalde, who seemed to hear nothiiig^^il^ 
suddenly : 

" Noah's daughter has spoken ; Samb^^Ktt 
has said: ' The vain man who laughs andS 
mocks will not hear the voice which gd^ 
forth from the seventh tabernacle, the infidel^ 
walketh miserably to his ruin.' " 

After this oracular pronouncement all thr^d^ 
of us took leave of Mosakle*. 



CHAPTER XII 




I take a Walk and visit Miulcnioisello Catlicrinc 

illl that year the summer was radiant, and I 
a longing to go walking. One. day, ^troll- 
ihg under th(* trees of the C’.ours-U-Keine with 
itwo little crowns I had found that v’cry 
looming in the pocket of my breeches, and 
*^which were the first by which my gold- 
^inaker had shown his mniiihcence, I sai down 
,the door of a small coffee-house, at a 
i^ble so small that it was quite appropriate 
Sto my solitude and modesty, 'fhen 1 began 
^tb think of the oddness of my destiny, while 
flit .my side some musk(‘tecrs w'ere drinking 
Spanish wine witli girls «)f the town. I w'as 
^nipt quite sure that Croix-des-Sablons, M. 
'^Asterac, Mosaidc, the papyrus of Zozimus 
* d^niy fine clothes were not dreams, out of 
iich I should wake to find inysL^lf clad in the 
.qjiity vest, back again 1 iirning the spit at the 
PMauque. 

r pame out of my reverie on feeling my 
peye pulled, and saw standing before me 
IjJar. Ange, his face nearly hidden by his 
and cowl. 

onsieur Jacques M6n6trier,** he said in 
; low voice, “ a lady, who wishes you well, 
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expects you in her carriage on the high^l 
between the river and the Porte 
Conference.” ^ " 

My heart began to beat violently. Afr^ 
and charmed by this adventure, I went^.^^ 
once to the place indicated by the Capuchi:^ 
but at a quiet pace, which seemed to mfe to 
be moie becoming. Arrived at the embaiil^ 
ment I saw a carriage and a tiny liand on^the^ 


door. 

This door was opened at my coming, an^ 
very surprised I was to find inside the coac^ 
Mam’selle Catheriiu*, dre.ssed in pink satin,^ 
her head covered with a lii-od of black lace^f- 
underneath which her fair hair seemed toi 
sport. ^ 

Confused I remained standing on the step^J^ 
” Come in,” she said, " and sit down neax^ 
me. Shut the door if you pJ(‘a.cL-, you must nbl^ 
be seen. Just now in ixissing on the CoutsTI 
saw you sitting at the cafe. IinmediateivS 
I had you fetched by Ih** good friar, whoni'^S 
had attached to uk: for the Lenten cxerciseSV; 
and whom I have kept since, because, 
whatever position one may be, it is necessai; 
to have piety. You looked very well,-, 
Jacques, sitting before your little table, yd 
sword across your thighs and with the sad Ic 
of a man of quality. I have always .1^ 
friendly disposed towards you and I aiitlj 
of that kind of women who in their prosp^if 
disregard their former friends.” 

“Eh! What? Mam'selle Catheriug 







S&MMOISELLE CATHERINE' ^iSq’ 

*'this coach^ these lackeys^ this 
dress-'* 

^^?^?.They are the outcome,” she replied, “ of 
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^^e,;-kindness of M. de la Gueritude, who is 
the best set and on(^ of the richest financiers. 
.^,j^>^has lent money to the king. He is an 
j^^i^llcnt friend wlioiii, for all the world, I 
'^liould not wish to olTeiid. But he is not as 
j^'ilmiabie as you, .M. Jacciues. He has also 
{%iyen me a little house at Chenelle, which I 
4will show you from the cellar to the garret. 
A;M'. Jacques, 1 am mighty glad to sec you on the 
!Sr6ad to fortune. Real merit is always dis- 
.'^tjovered. You’ll .see my bedroom, which is 
•^bppied from that ol Mademoiselle Davilliers. 
^41;is covered all over with looking-glass and 
^^ere.are lots of grotesciue figures. How is the 
«:%pld fellow your father ? Bi*tween ourselves, 
::jxe somewhat neglects his wife and his cook- 
^6p. It is very wrong of a inan in his position. 
ejPut let us speak of yourself.” 

: ” Let us speak of you, Mam’selle Catherine,” 

;:^^ld I. ” You are so very pretty and it is a 
ijjmat pity you love the Capuchin.” Nothing 
iid be said against a government con- 
jqtor. 

I^^Qh! ” she said, ” do not reproach me 
Firiar Ange. I have him for my salva- 
p.,only and if 1 would give a rival to M. de la 

Hujde it would be-” 

. ould be ? ” 

^pn't ask me, M. Jacques, you're an 
t^eful man, for you know that 1 always 
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singled you out, but you do not caxe 'a^i^ 
me." / 

" Quite the contrary, Mam'selle CatHeij|^ 

I smarted under your mockery. You snee^ 
at my beardless chin. Many a time you ha's 
told me that I am but a ninny." . -.if 

" And that was true, M. Jacques, trii'i 
than you believed it to b(^. Why could 
not see that I had a liking for you ? ” ^ 

" Why, Catherine, you are so pretty as 
make one tear. I did not dare to look at yQ^^ 
And one day I clearly saw that you wet® 
thoroughly offended with me.” 

I had every reason for it, M. Jacques 

. 1 !■ ^ m 



not do so by wish or inclination, but onl^ 
because she found ways and means energetic| 
enough to vanquisJi my timidity.” . 

” Oh ! my friend, you may believe me, 

I am the eld(*r of us two, timidity is a gre^y 
sin against love. But did you not see tli 
that beggar had holes in her stockings ancC 
seam of filth and mud, half-an-cll liigh, on 
bottom of her petticoat ? ” 

” I saw it, Catherine.” i 

” Have you not seen, Jacques, how be^ 
she is made and that really she is skinny 
" I saw it, Catherine.” 

" And withal you loved that Sayo;^ 
she-monkey, you who have a wliite 
distinguished manners! " ^ ‘ ^ 
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cannot understand it myself, Catherine, 
have been that at that moment my 
!g||imgination was full of you. And it was 
image only gave me the pluck and . 
^strength you reproach me with to-day. 
I^lmagine yourself, Catherine, iny rapture to 
impress you in my arms, yourself or only a girl 
r'j^ho resembled you a little. Bi:causc I loved 
^tyou desperately.” 

' She took iny hand and sighed, and in a tone 
/.of sadne.ss 1 continued to say : 
f • " Yes, I did lov(^ you, Catherine, and I ccmld 
^^still love you except for that disgu:»ting 
^monk.” 

She cried out: 

“ What a suspicion ! You offend me. It 
a folly.” 

S ■ ** Then you do not lov-e the Capuchin ? ” 

“ Fie ! ” 

fi,;. As I did not consider it to be any use to 
ifpress the subject further, I took her round 
y^e waist, we embraced, our li])s met and all 
0iiy being seeiiuid to melt in voluptuousness. 
After a short nioineni of luxurious confusion, 
disentangled herself, her clieeks rosy, 
eyes moistened, her lips half separated, 
t is from that day that I knew how much a 
Oman is embellished and adorned by a kiss 
'^dhgly pressed on her mouth. Mine had 
Scle roses of the sweetest hue bloom on 
^herihe’s cheeks and strewn into the llowcry 
of her eyes drops of diamantine dew. 
"*RYou are a baby,” she said, readjusting- 


ra'-i 



lii' >' THE QUEEN PEDAtlQUi:-';^ . 

her hood. **Go! you caiinot remaiii:. 
moment longer. M. de la Gu^ritude will Jbe? 
here at once. He loves me with an impatieni^l 
which continually runs ahead of the meeting*; 
time.” ' 


Reading in iny face how nps(;t I was by this. 
saying slic spoke? again with a cjiiick vivacity 
“ Listen, Jacques, he n.-tiirns every night at; 
nine to his old woman, who shrewish by age/; 
cannot bear his inhclelitics since she herself.- 


is unable to pay him in the. same coin and has 
become awfully jf'alons. Come to-night at' 
half-past nine. I'll receive you. My house, 
is at the corner of the Rue du Bac. You'll 
recognise it b\’ its three windows on fiv^ery floor, 
and by its balcony covered with roses; you 
know I always did like flowers. Good-bye- 
till to-nigdit.”' . ;; 

Caressingly she pushed mt? back, hardly/ 
able to hide the wioh to keep me with herj 
then placing one linger over her mouth she 
whispered again : 

“ Till to-nidit.” 



His 


CHAPIER XIII 


Taken by M. d’ARtcrac to the Isle oC Swans I listen to his 
Discourse on CrcMLioii and Saltiinnnders 


I REALLY do not kiiow Ilow it \va:» possible to 
tear myself out of (.'atliehne’s aiiru-j. But it 
is a fact that in jiiin|)iiig out of her carriage I 
nearly fell on M. d'Asterac, whose tall iigure 
leant against a tree on the roadside. Courte¬ 
ously I saluted him and showed the .-surprise 
I felt at this pk'asant encounter. 

“Chance,” he said, “lessims as knowledge. 
>grows, for me it is siippn^ssed. I knew, my 
son, that I had to nietit you at this place. It 
:is necessary for me to havt' a conwrsation 
with you alread^^ too long delayed. Let’s go, 
if you please, in quest of solitude, and quietness 
required by whal I wish to tell you. Do not 
;beconie. anxious. Ihe inysteri(*s I desire to 
-,unveil before you are sublime it is true, but 


^^leasant also.” 

Having so spoken he conducted me to the 
■‘bank of the Seine opposite the. Isle of Swans, 
Hwhich rose out of tlu^ middle of the river like 
ra'ship built of foliage, lliere he made a sign 
Sfb a ferryman, whose boat brought us quickly 
^to the green isle, freciueiited onty by invalids, 
:')who on line days play there at bowls and 
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drink their pint of wine. Night lit her first 
stars ill the sky and lent a humming voice 
to the myriads of insects in the grass. The^" 
isle was deserted. M. d'Asterac sat down on a.;^, 
wooden bench at the end of an alley of walnut- . 
invited me to sit close to him and-v 

spoke : 

'' I'licrc? arc three sorts of people, my son, 
from whom the philosoj)her has to hide his 
secrets. 1 h.ey an* princes, because it would 
be inipnident to enlarge their power; the 
ambitious, whose pitiless genius must not be 
armed, and the dcrbaiichet', who would find in 
hidden sciences the means to satiate their evil 
passions, l^ut 1 can talk fivriy to you, who 
are ncithc'r debauched—^for T quite overlook 
tlie error you nearly ga ve way to in the arms of. 
yonder girl—nor ambitious, liaving lived, till 
recently, contented to turn thf; paternal spit. 
Therefore I may disclose to you the hidden 
laws of the universe. 

It must not b(: believed that life is limited' 
by narrow rules wherein it is manifested to the 
eyes of the profane. When they teach that' 
crt*ation's object and end was man, your;' 
theologians and your philosophers reason like ./ 
the multiped of V'ersaillcs or the Tuileries,": 
who beli(‘ve the hiimiditv of the; cellars is made 
for their special us(' and that the remainder; of 
the castle is uninhabitable. The system of the. 
world, as Canon Copernicus taught in the last 
century, following the doctrines of Aristarchus. 
of Samos and Pythagorean philosophers^ 
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doubtless known to you, as there have actually 
■■ been prepared some compendiums of them for 
..the urchins of village schools and dialogues 
■ abstracted from them for the use of town 
children. You have seen at my house a kind 
of machine which shows it distinctly by means 
of a kind of clockwork. 

“ Raise your eyes, my son, and you’ll see 
over your head David’s chariot, drawn by 
Mizar and her two illustrious companions, 
circling round the pole ; Arcturui, Vega of the 
Lyre, the Virgin’s Sword, the Crown of 
Ariadne and its charming pearls. Those are 
suns. One single look on tliat world will make 
it clear to you that the whole of creation 
is the work of lirc^ and that life, in its finest 
forms, is f(‘d on flames. 

And what arc the plaiicjts ? Drops of a 
mixture of mind, a little Jiiirc and j)lenty of 
moisture. Behold the august choir of the 
stars, the assembly of the suns, they' ecpial or 
excel ours in magnitude and power and after 
I have shown y'ou on a clear winter's night, 
through my telescope, Sirius, your eyes and 
} soul will be dazzled. 

Do you in good faith believe that 
: Sirius Altair, Regulus, Aldebaran, all these 
./SUns are luminary only ? Do you believe 
V',that this old Phtrbus, who incessantly forces 
^iijto space, wherein we are swimming, his 
inordinate surge of heat and light, has no other 
function but to light the eartli and some 
.VOjher paltry and imperceptible planets ? What 
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a candle! A iiiillion times greater than the; 
dwelling. 

“ 1 have to present to you first of all the idea . 
that the uni verse is coiupos<.‘d of suns and that ■ 
the planets which may be in it are less than 
nothing. But as 1 foresee your wish to make 
an objee.tloii, I’ll re])ly to it beforehand. The 
suns, you want to say, jail lhelu^elves out in 
the course of centuries and by that also change 
into mud. No! isruyre]>ly, they keep them¬ 
selves alive in Jiieans of comets which they 
attract and uliich fall on them, ft is the 
dwelling of true life. Tlu? ]>lan(tr- and this 
our earih an* but the abode glMists. Such 
an' the veriiies of 'vhicli 1 lia\'e I > coiiviTice vou. 

“ Now that you luulerstaiid, my son, that 
fire is the jniiuipal elemeni, you'll easier 
com|>rc*heml what 1 wish to teaclj you and 
whicJi ol greater importance th..in anything 
you may lun i- learned iij) to now, or was even, 
known to I*,rasmus, Tnniebe oi Scaliger. I 
do not spt'ak ol theologians like Ouesnel or 
Bossuet who, between ourM lvi*s, I consider as 
the. lees of human spirit, and wlio have no 
better mulersUuuling than a simple captain 
of guards. I.)on'l 'et us hamper «nirsolves Jt>y 
de.spising those brains comparable in volume, 
as well as in c.on'^tnictioii, to wrens’ eggs, but 
let us at once enler fully into Uu.* object of our 
confcnaice. 

“ Whilst thos(; earth-born creatures do not 
surpass a degn't' of perfection which, by beauty, 
of form, has been attained by Antiiious and 
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by Madanio c\v ParabOiro, and at which they 
aionr havt' arrived by the faculty known to 
Democritus and luyscll ; the fornied 

by fin* cu.jov a wisdmu and an intelliii^once of 
which we ('annnt possibly conceive the limit.' 

Such is, iuy son. ihe narun- of the f»lorious 
c.liiMri'n of ihe suns ; ihev know the laws of the 
univi*rsi‘ just as we know the* rule^^ of chess, 
ind Ihi* course of the stars <hK's not trouble 
them any more Uian the move.'^ on I In* chi‘ss- 
board of the kiiit^ and I In* •oilie! men trouble 
Ur-, 'riiose ixenii create worlds in sne b s|>ares 
of the irilinile where lUMieai |.n*es'‘i!l exist, and 
organise I’hem at tln-ii will. Ii fli.slraci^ th(*in 
moiiieiitarl’>in iln’i* priiuipal ousiness, 
which is u» nnile ainoii.e'llseni.''‘b -‘s in -nispeak- 
abie. love. Oniv Iasi uiuri.i f ’unied m\ 
telescope on tlu* Siciu of iln Vn .;in and saw 
on it a lar-aw:^^ \oriex ol N'o donut, 

my Son, that \e.i- (lie still nnl'nislied work ol 
one of Ihosi* lin beiiifis. 

“ 'rriii\ till' iini\'i*rse lias nc (Uiier .iri.iiiu ; far 
from heinf; the t IT'*! t ol a ^mi.;le will, it is tlic re¬ 
sult of thesnhiime freaks ol a ;.;real many ^eiiii 
recreating themselvi‘s by working on it each 
in.his own turn and on his own sick*. That's 
what explains the diversity, the sjdendoiir and 
the imperfection, l^'or the force and fon*- 
sight of those genii, immense as they were, 
had still their limits. I should deceive 
you w'cre 1 to say that a man, philos(^phcr or 
magician, can have familiar intercourse with 
‘.them. 
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None of them gave me a direct manifestar^ 
tion of himself^ and what I tell you of them.is^ 
known to me by induction only, and by hearsay.;? 
Certain as their existence is, I should not;' 
attempt to describe their habits and their! 
character. It is necessary to know when not” 
to know, my son, and T make it a point not- 
to bring forward other than perfectly well- 
observed facts. 

“ Let those genii, or rather demiurguses/ 
abideintheirglory, and let us treat of illustrious; 
beings who stand nearer to us. Here, my son, 
is where one has to lend an open ear. 

“If in speaking of the planets I have given 
vent to a feeling of disdain, it was that I only, 
took into consideration the solid surface and 
shell of those little balls or tops and the. 
animals who sadly crawl on them. I should' 
have spoken in quite another tone, if in my 
mind I had included with the planets the air 
and the vapours wherein they are enveloped. 

- For the air is an element in no way of lesser 
nobility than lire, whence it follows that the. 
dignity and importance of the planets is in the 
air wherein they arc bathed. Those cloudy;- 
soft vapours, puffs of wind, transparencies^; 
blue waves, moving islets of purple and gold' 
which pass over our heads, are the abode oj| 
adorable people. They arc called Sylphs ahj^ 
Salamanders, and are creatures inhnitelV^ 
amiable and lovely. It is possible for us, 
convenient, to come in contact with them, t^j^ 
delights of which are hardly conceival;^ 
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/The Sstlamanders are such that in comparison 
i^th them the prettiest person at court or in 
fthe city is but an ugly woman. They surrender 
;themselves willingly to philosophers. Doubt¬ 
less you have heard of that marvel by which 
■M. Descartes was accompanied on his travels. 
Some say that she was a natural daughter of 
his, that he took with him everywhere ; others 
thinkthat she was an automaton manufactured 
with inimitable art. As a fact she was a 
Salamander, whom that clever liiaii had taken 
as his lady love. He never left her. During 
a voyage in the Dutch Sea he took her with him 
•on board, shut in a box of precious wood lined 
with the softest satin. The form of this box, 
and the precaution with which M. Descartes 
tookcareof it, drew the attention of the captain, 
who, while the philosopher was asleep, raised 
the cover and discovered the Salamander. 
This ignorant, rude fellow imagined that such 
a marvellous creature was the creation of the 
;devil. In his dismay, he threw it into the 
’sea. But you will easily believe that the 
^beautiful little person was not drowned, and 
,t^t it was no trouble to her to rejoin M. 
:ptescartes. She remained faithful to him 
^during his natural life, and when he died she 
Seft tfis world never more to return. 

I “ I give you this example, chosen from 
^any, to make you acquainted with the loves 
^between philosophers and ' Salamanders. 
|niese loves are too sublime to be in need of 
^zitracts, and you will agree that the ridiculous 
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display usual at human weddings would J 
entirely out ot place at such unions. It wbii 
be indeed hue, if a proctor in a wig and a 
fat priest put their noses together over it.]| 
That sort of gentleman is good only to join;| 
vulgar man to woman. The marriage.. ojg 
Salamanders and sages have witnesses more^i 
august. The aerial people celebrate them in? 
ships which, moved by celestial breath, glide, 
their sterns crowned with roses, to the sound oti 
harps, on invisible waves. But do not believe, 
that not being entered in a dirty register in a = 
shabby vestry, they w'ould be of little solidity ’ 
and could be easily torn asund«T. They have-, 
for guarantors the spirits who gambol on the; 
clouds whence flashes the lightning and roars 
the thunder. I reveal matters to you, my son,’ 
which will be useful to you to know, because;' 
I conclude from certain indications that your^ 
destiny is the bed of a Salamander.” ; 

“ Alas! monsieur,” I exclaimed, ” this: 
destiny alarms me, and I have nearly as many!> 
scruples as the Dutch captain who threw the- 
^lady love of Descartes into the sea. I cannot^ 
help thinking these aerial dames are demons. • 
I should fear to lose my soul with them, fo^ 
• after all, sir, such marriages are agains 
nature and in opposition to the divine law^ 
Oh! why is not M. J6r6me Coignard, my gooiS 
. tutor, present to hear you! I am sure 
would strengthen me by his valuable argii!^ 
ments against the delights of your SalamandexiiH 
sir, and your eloquence.” 
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“ The Abbd Coignard/' said M. d’Asterac, 
i;.*is an admirable translator of Greek. But 
you must not want anything from him beyond 
books. He has no philosophy. As far as. 


■you are in question, my son, you reason with 
■fho infirmity of ignorance, and the weakness 
6 f your argument afflicts me. You say, those 


unions are against nature. What do you 
Ichow about it ? What means have you to 
^jgain knowledge of it ? How is it possible to ‘ 


make a distinction between what is natural 


and what is not ? Is the universal Isis known 
enough to discriminate between what is 
-assisting her and what thwarts her ? But to 
.speak better still; nothing thwarts her and 
everything assists her, because nothing exists 
■which does not enter into the functions of her 
organs and docs not follow the numberless 
(attitudes of her body. I beg of you to say, 
^whence could enemies come to offend her ? 
Nothing acts against her nor outside of her ; 
'the forces which seem to fight against her are 
'^nothing else but movements of her own life. 

^ ^ “ The ignorant alone have assurance enough 
Jto decide if an action is natural or not. Let's 
?admit their illusions for a moment and their 
prejudice, and let us feign to recognise the 
possibility of committing acts against nature^ 
P^ese acts, arc they for that reason worse and 
feondemnable ? On this point I cannot but 
Kemember the vulgar opinion of moralists who 
npresent virtue as an effort over instincts, as 
^n>'.jBnterprise on the inclinations we cany, 
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within us^ as a fight with the original ihan!;' 
They own themselves that virtue is agaiiisi 
nature, and going further on that opinion^ 
they cannot condemn an action of whatever'! 
kind, for what is common to it and virtue | 
alike. ^ 

“ I have made this digression, my son, td'l 
call your attention to the contemptible light-. 
ness of your reason. 1 should offend you by;; 
believing you still have any doubts of the ;; 
innocence of the sensual intercourse men may ^ 
have with Salamanders. Know then, now, /- 
that such marriages, far from being interdicted ; 
by religious law, are commanded by that law : 
to the exclusion of all others. I will give you ' 
some conclusive evidence for it/’ » 

He stopped talking, took his snuff-box from.^/ 
his pocket, and filled his nose with a pinch. 

The night was densely dark. The moon , 
shed her limpid light over the river, and.- 
tremblingly enlaced with the reflections of .; 
the street lamps. The flying ephemerides'^ 
enveloped us like a vaporous eddy. The.^ 
shrill voice of insects rose into the world's.-^ 
silence. Such a sweetness fell slowly down;^ 
from the sky that it seemed as if milk hac^ 
been mixed with the sparkling of the stars, -f 
M. d’Asterac spoke again : ' 

" The Bible, my son, and especially tliel 
books of Moses, contains grand and use 
verities. Such an opinion may appear absurd 
and unreasonable, in consequence of \ 
treatment the theologians have inflicted^ 
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(iWhat they call the Scriptures, aiitil of which 
^ey have made, by means of their com- 
Pmentaries, explications, and meditations, a 
];manual of errors, a library of absurdities, 
^.a magazine of foolery, a cabinet of lies, a 
gallery of stupidities, a lyceum of ignorance, 
va museum of silliness, and a repository of 
; human imbecility and wickedness. Know, 
my son, that at its origin it was a temple 
filled with celestial radiance. 

?: “ I have been fortunate enough to re- 
estabhsh it in its primal splendour. Truth 
"obliges me to acknowledge that Mosaide has 
^very much assisted me with his deep com- 
. prehension of the language and the alphabet 
pOf the Hebrews. But let us not lose sight of 
jpur principal subject. Be informed from the 
Voutset, my son, that the sense of the Bible is 
ifrfigurative, and that the capital error of the 
/theologians was to take it literally, whereas 
lit is to be understood as symbolical. Follow 
i this truth in the whole course of my discourse. 

“ When Demiurge, who is commonly called 
^;ehovah, and by many more names, as 'all 
|t^rms expressing quality or quantity are 
" :enerally applied to him, had, I do not want 
b say created ' the world—for such would 
he an absurdity—but had laid out a small 
"lomer of the universe, as a dwelling place for 
dam and Eve; there were some subtle 
features in space, which Jehovah had not 
med, was not capable of forming. They 
the work of several other demiurges. 
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older and more skilful. His craft was not? 
beyond that of a very clever potter, capable! 
of kneading cla}^ beings in the manner of pots-,’] 
such as we men are now. What I say is not! 
to slight him, because such work is still much^ 
beyond human power. 

“ But it became necessary to brand the 
inferior character of the work of the seven 
days. Jehovah worked, not in and with fire,- 
which alone gives birth to the masterpieces 
of life, but with mud, out of w'hich he could 
not produce other than the work of a clever 
ceramist. We are nothing, my son, but 
animated earthenware- Jehovah is not to 
be reproached for having illusions over the. 
quality of his work. If he did fmd it well done 
in the fii*st moment, and in the ardour of 
composition, he did not take long to recognise 
his error, the .Bible is full of expressions 
of his discontent, which often become ill- 
humour, sometimes actual ragi‘. 

“ Never has artisan treated the objects of 
his industry with more disgust and aversion/; 
He intended to destroy them, and, in fact,* 
did drown the larger part. This deluge.; 
the memory of v/hich has been conserved? 
by Jews, Greeks and Chinese alike, gave a; 
last deception to the unhappy demiurges,’ 
who, aware of the uselessness and ridiculou^; 
ness of such violence, became discouraged^l 
and fell into an apathy, the progress of whichij 
has not been stopped from Noah's time to o^: 
present day, wherein it is extreme. But I 
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‘I have advanced too far. The inconvenience 
:of these extensive subjects is the impossibility 
U)f- remaining within their limits. 

^ Our mind thrown into them resembles 
yonder sons of the suns^ who cross the whole 
of the universe in one single jump. 

“ Let us return to the earthly paradise^ 
■wherein the demiurge had i)laccd the two 
vases formed by his hand, Adam and Eve. 
They did not live there alone, between tho 
animals and plants. The spirits of the air; 
created by the demiurges of the. fire, were 
flowing over and looking at them with a 
curiosity mixed with sympathy and pity. 
.It was exactly as Jehovah had foreseen. 
Let us hasten to say, to his praise, he had 
relied on the genii of the lire, to whom we may 
now give their true names of Elves and Sala¬ 
manders, to ameliorate' and perfect his clay 
figures. In his prudence he may have said 
to hims(df: ‘ Adam and my Eve, opaque 
,and cemented in clay, are in want of air and 
light. I have failed to give them wings. 
'^But united to Elves and Salamanders, the 
,;Creations of a demiurge more powerful and 
imore subtle than niy.sclf, they will give birth 
gto children, equally originated by light and 

E |clay, and who in their turn will have chikh'cn 

^till more luminous than themselves, till in 
§l:he end their issue will be equal in beauty to 
e sons and daughters of air and fire.' 

It must be said he had neglected nothing 
aUract the eyes of Sylplis and Salamanders. 
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in forming Adam and Eve. He had modellei^ 
the woman in form of an amphora, with a| 
harmony of curved lines quite sufficient to! 
make him recognised as the prince ' bf^ 
geometers, and he succeeded in amending thbil 
coarseness of the material by the magnificent'^ 
charm of the form. For modelling Adam he- 
made use of a less caressing, but more energetic/; 


hand, forming his body with such order, and? 
in such perfect proportions, that, applied- 
later by the Greeks to their architecture, 
those same ordinances and measures made 


the beauty of the temples. 

“ You see, my son, that Jehovah applied 
his best means to render his creatures worthy- 
of the aerial kisses he expected for them. 
I shall not insist on the care he took with a 


view of making these unions prolific. The. 
harmony between the sexes is an ample proof 
of his wisdom in this regard. And surely at 
the outset he had reason to congratulate 
himself on his .shrewdness and ability. 

” 1 have said the Sylphs and Salamanders 
looked on Adam and £ve with that curiosity,- 
sympathy and tenderness which are the fiist^ 
ingredients of love. They approached them;^ 
and fell into the clever traps Jehovah had 
disposed and spread intentionally in the bod^ 
and on the belly of these two amphorae. 

The first man and the first woman ei?^ 
joyed during centuries the delicious embrac^ 
of the genii of the air, which conserved theim 
in eterxw youth. 
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if' Such was their lot, and such could still' 
:l>e ours. Why was it that the parents of the 
human species, fatigued by celestial luxury, 

,should try to find criminal enjoyments with 
^one another ? 


■ “ But what could you expect, my son ; 

kneaded of clay they had a taste for mud. 
■:Alas I they became acquainted with one 
'^another in the same way as they had known 
rthe genii. 

“ And that was what the demiurge had 
expressly forbidden them. Afraid, and with 
reason, that they would produce between 
them children as clumsy as themselves, 
terrestrial and heavy, he forbade them, 
undci severest penalties, to approach each 
J other. Such is the sense of Eve's words: 


; ‘ But of the fruit of the tree which is in the 


. midst of the garden, God hath said. Ye shall 
tnot eat of it, neither shall ye touch it lest ye 
/.-die.’ For you well understand, my son, that 
;the apple which tempted wretched Eve was 
^hot the fruit of an applc-tiee; that was an 
gdlegory the sense of which I have explained 
Lfo you. Although imperfect, and sometimes 
^olent and capricious, Jehovah was too 
^‘teUigent a demiurge to be offended about 
apple or a pomegranate. One has to be 
pL bishop or a Capuchin to support such ex* 
nrayagant imaginations. And the proof that 
She. apple was what 1 said, is that Eve was 
Stricken by a punishment suitable to her 
liSipdt. She had not been told—' You will 





digest laboriously’ but it was said 
' You’ll give birth in pain ’ ; for logic sake? 
what connection can be established^ 1 beg o£ 
you^ between an apple and difficult confine-^ 
ment ? On the other hand, the suffering' ife 
correctly applied if the fault has been suchf 
as I showed you. 

“ That is, my son, the tnithful explanation^ 
of original sin. It will teach you your duty;i 
which is, to keep away from women. Tq} 
follow this bent is fatal. All children born- 


by those means are imbecile and miserable.” ^ 

I was stupefied, and exclaimed : 

” But, sir, could children be born in another 
way ? ” 

“ Happily, some are born in another way,”. 
was liis reply; ” a considerable number by . 
the union of men with genii of the air. And 
such arc intelligent and beautiful. By such- 
means were born the giants of w'hom Hesiod' 
and Moses speak. Thus also Pythagoras was^ 
bom, to whoso bodily formation his mother,, 
a Salamander, had concributed a thigh of pure^ 
gold. Such also Alexander the Great, said;; 
to have been the son of Olympias and at 
serpent; Scipio Africanus, Aristomenes bfi 
Messina, Julius Caesar, Porphyry, the Emperi>ra 
Julian, who re-established the oath of firjw 
abolished by Constantine the Apostate, Mer^^ 
the enchanter, child of a Sylph and a n^ 
daughter of Charlemagne; Saint Thoih^ 
Aquinas, Paracelsus and, but recently, SfS 
Van Helmont.” 
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» ^«^xlis6d M. d’Asterac, as such were the 
%;^.that I would be willing to lend myself 
the friendship of a Salamander^ if one were 
[te.^found obliging enough to wish for me. 
fissured me that I should meet not one' 
t-;a. score or more, between whom I should 
SVe- my free choice. And less by longing 
i^fthe adventure than to give him pleasure, 
^'T^sked the philosopher how it is possible 
'7.'enter into communication with these 
rial persons. 

■ “Nothing easier,** he replied. “All that’s 
a^ted is a glass ball', the use of which I’ll 
xplain to you. I have always at home a 
jccetty good number of such balls, and in ray 
imdy I’ll very soon give you all necessary 
lightenment. But, for to-day, my son, 
pugh is said of it.” 

He rose, and walked ill the direction of the 
where the ferryman waited for us, 
c)l|iQg outstretched on his back and snoring at 
lie:.jnoon. As soon as we had reached the 
mpe^ite shore he quickly went off, and was 
mQ-lost in the darkness. 


CHAPTER XIV 






Visit to Aladcmoiselle Catherine—^Thc Row in the St 

and my Dismissal 

• ' 

A CONFUSED sentiment as of a dream remained 
with me after this long conversation, but 
thoughts of Catherine became keener.', 
despite of the sublimities I had been listenfi 
^ to, I was overcome by a powerful desire to-%,_ 
her, although I had not had any supper. W 
ideas of philosophy had not sufficiently 
trated me to cause anything like a disgusijy^ 
that pretty girl. I w^as resolved to follt^ 
my good fortune to its end before bccoi 
the prey of one of those beautiful furies of 
air, who do not w^ant any human rival. 
only fear was that Catherine, at so lafe"i 3 
hour, had become tired of waiting fo^ ' ' 
So running along the 
the royal bridge at a 

. Rue du Bac. Within a single minute ^ 

: reached the Rue de Crenelle, where 
' shouting mixed up with the clashing of si;^' 

■ '■ The noise came out of the very house Cat^^ 
vhad described to me. In front of it;;:2C|||| 

■ pavement, shadows and lanterns were 
V and voices to be heard. 
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1^ 6S the Capuchin I ^Forward I Spike-^ 
- Jesus, Mary, helg^ me 1 . . . Look 
i'ffie pretty favourite lover! On him! 
'him! Spike him, rascals, spike him 

■ 41 " 

**^iie windows of the adjoining houses were 
ed, heads in night-caps appeared. 

^ Suddenly all this noise and bustle passed. 
]iyte me like a hunt in the forest, and I 
^ognised Friar Angc running away at such a 
ipl^d that his sandals hammereLl on his behind, 
rjjile Ahree long devils of lackeys, armed like 
;^ss guards, followed him closely, larding 
hi with the points of their javelins. Their 
Wster, a young gentleman, thick-set and 
ddy-faced, continued to encourage them by 
mce and g(;sture, just as he would have done 
ith dogs: 

^ “ Fall on I Fall on ! Spike! The beast 
^Jqugh 1 ” 

he came close to me, I said : 

Oh 1 sir, have you no pity ? ” 

he replied, '* it's easily seen that 
h;der Capuchin has not caressed your 
j^s, and you have not surprised madam, 
l&you see here^ in the arms of this stinking 
One cannot say anything about her 
' ^r, because one has manners. But a 
;i)iin cannot be borne. Burn the brazen- 
s;^U5sy 1 ’* 

fe he showed me Catherine under the 
dad in nothing but a chemise, her 
^'"'.^tening with tears, wringing her haneb. 




- ‘‘•T* 


m 


' 1 % 


'mr 


*132'*'" THE QXJEEN'^PEDAUQl^ 

more beautiful than ever, and murnui^ijtii 
in a 'i\mg \oice, which cut deep mto'vn 
soul 

“ Don't kill him * It's Friar Ange, the litt^ 
fnai *' 

I he idscall\ lackeys returned, announCKto 
thil th(y had gi\tn up the pursuit at th* 
appear?net of the i^atch, but not withOi* 
diiving half a fingci detp then pikes in tS- 
holy man s behind llii iii*4ht-caps \anishee 
from the windows, which weit closed agamj^ 
and whilst the \oung nobk man talked to 
his followtis I went up to Cathenne, whoso* 
tears began to div m the jiretty folds of hej^ 
snnlc Sh( soiel to nii ^ 

“The pool friai is safe but [ tiembled forl* 
him Men arc teiiiblc When they love yo* 
the> will not listen to anything " 

“ Catherine,” I ^itid, with n j slight grudge 
“ did \on make i le come hcie foi no otw 
purpose than to hstt n to the quanels of ydiii 
fnends ’> Alas * I Im e no right to take 
m them ' % 

‘ You would ha'ie had, M Jacques,'* shi* 
said, “ you should have had, if you hat 
wanted ' 

“ But,* I continued, “ you are the 
courted lad> in Pans \ou never mentions 
yonder young gc ntleman ” * 

” I had no occasion to think of him. 
came quite unexpectedly " 

” And he surpiised you with Friar Antf^ 
"He fancied he saw things which dip * 




He IS hot-headed and does not want to 
to any reason " 

Jhe half-opened diemise disclosed under 
Sparent lacts a bicast swollen like a 
utiful fruit and adoimd likt a budding 
ose I took hci 111 ni\ aim-i and covered her 
uosom with kisses 

“ Heavens * ” slit cxclaimt d, " in the slieet * 
uBeforc M d'Anquttil who slcs us ” 
u ‘‘WhoisM d’XnquctiP ’ 

S; “ Pardi * lit is the mnrdcui ot 1 iiai Vnge 
jtVho else do vou lane \ lit m'i\ bi ^ * 

? “ fine, ( ithtiiiK, no otlii aic wanted 

i-Your friends -»iiiioimd >ou m siilficiont 
^numbers 

M Jacqu*s, do not insult me, if you 
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I do not insult ^ou, C atheimt I acknow- 
dge your chums, to which 1 should like to 
endei the sann homagr that otht rs do 
, ^'M Jacques, what 30U ha\t now said 
ells odiously ot the cookshop, of that old 
dger who is youi fathci ** 

«ot so \ tiy loiit, ago, Mani’stllo C atherme, 
OU weie mighty t^kid to smell its cooking- 
"ove ” 

^Pie* the \illain* the mean rascal t He 
res a woman * ” 

4 na now she began to squeak and squeal, 
’ IB. d'Anquctil left his sei vants, came up to 
And pushed her into the house, calling her a 
t and a rake, went into the passage behind 
and slammed the door in my face 




CHAPTER XV 


■ liV' 

In the I-ibrary with M. Jcrdinc C-oignard—A Conv'^-rsatip^ 
on Morals—^Taken to M. d'Aslcracks Study— 
manucMTS again ~Thc Solar Powder—Visit and ilig 
Conse(|Ucncc5 

The thought of Catherine occupied my mil 
all the week follow ing that vexatious advent 
ture. Her image glittered on the leaves (Jj® 
the folios over which I bent in the library 
close to my dear tutor; ^>0 much so tha^ 
Plotinus, Olimpiodorus, Fabricius, Vossiife'^ 
spoke of nothing else to me than of a tinj^ 
damsel in a lace chemise. These visidii^ 
rendered me lazy. But, indulgent to othere*^ 
as to himself, M. Jerome Coignard had a kini|| 
smile for my trouble and distraction. \ 

“ Jaccjucs I'ournebrochc,’* he said to 
one day, “ are you not struck by the varia-^ 
tions in morals during the course of tl 
centuries ? Tlu; books in this admirable 
teracian collection witness to the uncertaihtii 
of mankind on this subject. If I reflect lipoii^j- 
my son, it is to put into your mind that s6!^ 
and salutary idea that 110 good morals aro^ 
be found outside religion, and that the maid^ 
of the philosophers, who pretend to instit 
a natural morality, are nothing but whimS'^^^ 
babblings of foolish trash. The ratio£^^^ 
of good morals is not to be found in 





itself is ixidiffereht/ignorant of good -; 
It is in the divine word, which is not 
f^'ibe trespassed against without after regret. 

laws of humanity are based on utility, 
■Slid that can only be an apparent and illusory' 
atility, for nobody kno\w naturally what is use- 
to mankind, nor what is really appropriate . 
them. And wo must not forget that our 
bits contain a good moiety of articles which 
l^re of prejudice alone. Upheld by the menace ‘ 
^f chastisement, human laws may be eluded 
joy cunning and dissimulation. Every man 
|^j[)able of reflection stands above them. 
Really they are nothing but booby traps. 

E. It is not the same tluiig, my boy, with 
'laws divine. They are indefeasible, un- 
Syoidable and lasting. Their absurdity is in ' 
&jppearance only, and hides an inconceivable 
Swisdom. If they w^ound our reason, it is 
gtecause they are superior to it, and agree 
l^th the true issues of mankind, and not 
^ith the visible ends. It is useful to observe 
when one has the good luck to know 
„ I find no difficulty in confessing 
fl^t the obscrv^'ance of those law^, contained 
^-the Decalogue and in the commandments 
mXihe^ Church, is difficult at most times, 
impossible without grace,, and that 
'wi.eiimes has to be waited for, because it 
S^^uty to hope. And therefore we arc all 
**i^ble sinners. 

jAnd that is where the dispositions of the. 
“Sftian religion must be admired, which . 
^ . salvation principally on repentance. 
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It must not be overlooked, my boy,' tnat' t| 
greatest saints are penitents, and, as ;n 
pentance is proportioned to the sin, it 
the greatest sinner that the material is founr 
for the greatest saints. I could illustrate 
this doctrine with scores of admirable exaniplesj 
But I have said enougli to make you f( 
that tlie raw rnaterial oE sanctity is con^ 
cupisccnce, incontinencies, all impurities 
flesh and mind. After having collected tUe® 
raw materia', nothing signitics but to fashion^^ 
it according to theologic art and to model^.^ 
so to say, a figure of penitence, which is a:?* 
matter of a few years, a few days, sometimes.^ 
of a single moment only, a-- is to be seen 
the case of a perfect conlrition. Jacques^ 
Tonrnebroche, if you listen well to my sayings,S 
you will not consume yourself in miscrablei^ 
cares to be.'como an honest nun in a worldly^ 
sense, and j’ou'lJ exclusively study to satisfy^ 
divine justice.” 

T could not help feeling the clcvatei^J 
wisdom enshrined in the maxims of my dea^jg 
good tutor ; I was only afraid that thesj^ 
morals, should they be exercised without 
discrimination, vould carry man to a dl^ 
orderly life. I unfolded my doubts to 
Jdromc Coignard, who reassured me in 
following terms 

“Jacobus Tonrnebroche, you do not 
note of what I have just expressly told yj 
to wit, that what you call disorder is 
such in the opinion of laymen and judgi^ 
,Jaw—ordinary and ecclesiastical—and^^m^l 
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ini' on human laws, which are arbitrary 
Sjiail.transitory, and, in a word, to follow these 
is the act of a silly soul. A sensible man 
oes not pride himself on acting according 
the rules in force at the Chatclet and at the 

^. ?* He is uneasy about his salvation, and does 
™ot think himself dishonoured by going to 
^eavcn by indirect ways as followed by the 
i^teatest saints. If the blessed Pelagic had' 
|npt followed the same profession by which 
;^Jeannette, the hurdy-gurdy player you know, 
^s-'^arned her living, under the portico of the 
^hurch of Saint ilenoit le Betoiirnc, that saint 
pvolild not have been compelled to do full and 
^copious penitence; and it is extremely ])rob- 
K^ble that, after having lived in incUfferent 
g^d banal chastity, she would not, at tliis very 
^aoment I speak of her, be playing the psaltery 
^efore the tabernacle where the floly of llolie.s 
^reposes in his glory. Do you call disorder, 
psb fine a regulation of a predijstinated life ? 
^Certainly not! Leave such mean ways of 
^Sp^ech to the Superintendent of Police, who 
iflSer his death will hardly find the smallest 
Ijce behind the unfortunates whom now 
Ig. carries ignoininiously to the spittel. 
^ilgond the loss of the soul and eternal 
jP^nktion there can be no other disorders, 
■ffiries or evils whatsoever in this perishable 
3^d, where one and all is to be ruled and 
^&tcd with regard to a divine world. 

Tournebroche, my boy, that acts 
gil,^ost reprehensible in the opinion of men 
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can lead to a good end, and do hot 
reconcile the justice of men with the just|<^ 
of God, which alone is just, not in '6^ 
sense but with finality. And now, my boy 
you'll greatly oblige me by looking int^ 
Vossius for the signification of five or sii^ 
rather obscure words which the Panopo?ita;i^ 
einpioj’s, and wherewith one has to do battl^ 
in the darkness of that il]^idiolls manner which^ 
astonished even the willing heart of AjaX^ 
as reported oy Homer, ]n-ince of poets and! 
historians. These ancient alchemists had a5 
tough style. Manilius, ina\- it not displease '^1 
M. d'Astera(', writes on the same subject^;;! 
with more tlegajice.” ^ 

Hardly had my tutor said t lvesc last words^ 
w’hen a shadow aro.«e ho tween him and myself 
It was that of M. d'Asterac, or rather it ws^- 
M. d’Asterac himself, thin and black like 
shadow. 

It may be that he had not heard thait| 
talk, maybi' he disdained it, for certainly h^i 
did not show any kind of res(;nt]nent. 
the contrary, he congratulated M. Jt^jrdme 
Coignard on his zeal and knowledge, an 
further said that ^ic relied on his enlighten;i 
ment for the achievement of the grcatS|r] 
work that man had ever attempted. 
turning to mo lie said : 

“ Be so good as to come for a inomeiit" 
my study, where I intend to make knowi") 
you a secret of consequence.” . j' 

I went with him to tht'. same, room wheif^; 
had first received us, my tutor and m;^ 
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Sn^ltlie day we entered his service. I found 
ptiefe^ exactly as on that occasion^ ranged 
l^ohg the walls, the? ancient Egyptians with 
^'pldeii faces. A glass globi*. t>f the. size of a 
pumpkin stood on th*; table. M. d’Asterac' 
!^sank on a sofa, and signed to me to take a 
^e'at near him, and liaving twice; or thrice 
^j^'assed a hand cen'ered with jewels and amulets 
^across his fondicad said : 
i V “ My son, 1 df) not wish to injure you by 
fbelievihg that, after our convcisaiion on the 
??Isle of Swans, you ^lill doubt of the. existence 
jpf Sylph^ and Salamanders, who are as real as 
vmen and perhaps inmx^ so, if one measures 
Reality by tlu* duration of tlu; appearances by 
■;.which it is displa3'i'd, their existence; being 
^ery much longer than ours. Salamanders 
gj^gc from century to ctuitury in unalterable 
'^outh ; some’ of them have soon Noah, Moses 
jiahd Pythagoras. 'I’lic' wealth of their rc- 
Y^llections and the. freshness of their memory 
lix^nder th(*ir conversation attractive to the 
j^tmost. It has been pretended that they gain 
gnihiortality in the arms of men, and that the 
ope of never dying led them into the beds of 
ie philosophers. lJut those arc fables unlit 
fi'^ducc a rctlecting mind. All union of 
pees, far from ensuring immortality to lovers, 
Jilsign of death, and we could not know love 
^re we to live indefinitely. It conld not be 
Jierwise with the Salamanders, who look in 
f arms of the wise for nothing else but for 
e|"single kind of immortality—that is, of 
rface. It is also the only one which can be 
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reasonably expected. And, much as I promi 
myself to prolong human life in a not^bliS 
maniK^r—tliat is, to extend it over at leasi, 
five or six (^nturies—I have never flatteredl 
myself to assure it pcrpi‘tuit\'. It woiil^ 
be insane to want to go against the established 
rules of nature. Therefore, rny son, rejecg 
as a vain fable the idea of immortality to be'i 
sucked in with a kiss. It is to the shamf ^'7 
of more than one of the cabalists to have evei| 
conceived such an idea. Hut for all that^ 
it is quit(^ evident that Salamandei-s aref 
inclined to man's love. V(ni'll soon ex-- 
periena- it \'ourself. T haw suliiciently pre¬ 
pared you for a \'isit from them, and as, since'.J 
the night of your initiation, yon liavi: not had. 
any impure intercoi!i'.se with a woman you; 
wil l obtain I he renvard of your conciiiency.-V ft 

My natural candidness snlTerr.i by receiving: 
prais*'which Iliad merited against my own will,;t 
and I wished to confess to M. d’Astcrac my! 
guilty thoughts. J3ut he did nf>t give me timw 
to do so, and eontinued vath vivacity: 

“ X<)thing now remains for me, my PonS 
but to give you llu* key which opens 
empire of the genii. That is what I am goi 
to do at once.” 

Rising he put a hand on the globe whfel, 
covered one half of the table. 

This globe,” he said, “ is full of 
pow^der which escapes bi'ing visible to yotf 
its own purity. It is much too delicate to’^ 
seen by means of the coarse senses of 
So comes it, my son, that the finest paraf 
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;0e.universe arc concealed from our sight and 
^wal themselves only to the learned, provided 
^th apparatus i^ropcr for this discovery. 

rivers and tlie a(M*ial landscapes, for 
"example, remain invisible, oven as thoir 


aispect is a thousand times richer and more 
?variegatcd than the nicest beautiful terrestrial 
land5ca])e. 

“ Know, tJien, that in this bowl is a solar 
^powder superlatively proper to exalt the lire 
,:we have within us. I'he eJhvt ol this ex¬ 


altation is iminineiU. It consi^^ts of a sublety 
of the senses allowing us io see and touch the 
aerial Jigures lloating around us. As soon as 
ij^on have broken the seal wliicli locks the 
.aperture of this globe, and inhaled llu' escaping 
;Solar powdi;r, you will in this room discover 
;j[)ne or more civalim's resembling women by 
the system of curved outlines forming their 
Jodies, but much more beautiful than was 
;^ver any woman, and wh«> are in fact Sala- 
imanders. No doubt the oni^ I saw last year 
in your father's cooksho]) will be the Jirst one. 


appear hen; to you, as she lias a liking for 
^gu, and I strongly counsel you to hasten 
pE^comply with hc'r wishes. And now make 
lypurself easy in that arm-chair, o])en tlu; globe*, 
lind gently inhale the contents. Very soon 
Ipii.^wiJl sec all 1 liave announced to you 
^|Lljis'cd, point by point. I leave you. Good- 

^^3^d he disappeared in a manner which 
strangely sudden. I remained alone 
that glass globe, hesitating to unlock it, 
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afraid lest some stupefying exhalation shoiU^ 
escape from it. I thought tliat perhaps lO 
d'Asterac had put in it, as an artifice, some ojp 
those vapours which boniuub those who inh^^l 
them and make them dniani of Salamanders,! 
I was still not iMiougli of a philosopher to be^ 
desirous of bec'oiniiig happy by such mean^;/; 
Possibl>, 1 said to luvnelf, such vapours pre-.^ 
dispose to madness; an<l finally 1 became* 
defiant enough to think of going to the librar^S^ 
to ask advice of M. JePMue ('oignard. Bufli 
I soon becauK? aware that such would be a.’ 
needless troiibk- ; as soon a^- T ln-gaii lo speak., 
to him of solar |H)\vder and aerial genii he' 
would start; “ Jaccpii s 1 V'cniebroclie, le- 
member, my bo}’, that you must never put- 
faith in absurdities, but bring honu* to youct 
reason all matters e^CA^pt those of our holy\ 
religion. Stuff au<i iionsensf^ a.ll these globes* 
and j)owders, with all the other follies of the[i 
cabala and the spagyiic: an.*' 

1 imagined \ could hear him lalk like tha^^ 
in tlic interval between two pinclies of snujBE^^ 
and 1 really diil not know what to reply toi 
such a Christian speech. On the other hand^ 
I thought in advance of how puzzled I sh 6 ^ 1 $ 
be to reply to M. d'Asterac when he inquire!^ 
of me after newr. of the* Salamander. 
could I say ? Ib)w was I to avow my re^ejr^ 
and my abstention without betraying ihi 
defiance and fear ? And after all, witlxpU? 
being aware «)f it, I was cinious to tiyj"^ 
adventure. I am not credulous. 
contrary I am marvellously inclined to dpijf 
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iiid by this inclination to brave common- 
seiise^ as well as evidence and everything else. 
Of the str.'ingcst things that may Ix) told me, 
i say to myself, “Why not ? 'I'liis “ Why 
hot” wronged my iKitiiral intelligonce in sight' 
bf that globe. I'liis " Why not ” jmshed me 
towards credulity, and it may be interesting 
ito remark, on this JKcasion, to believe in 
nothing means to believe in everything, 
and that the mind is not to be kept loo free’ 
and too vacant, for fe*'ir that eoinmoditios of 
extravagant form and weight slionM eiilor 
by a loophole, eommodilies of a kind wliich 
could not; iind rf)()tn in mind-s reasonably and 
tolerably well furiush<*d with belief. And 
while, with my hand on the wax seal, 1 
remembered wliat my mother had narrated 
;tp me of the magic bottU*, my “ Why not ” 
whispered to me tliat perhaps, alter all, aerial 
"fairies may be visible through llie dust of the 
;sun. But as soon as this idea, having entered 
into my mind, began to become easy therein, 
1.found it to be oild, absurd aud grotesque. 
Ideas, when they impose themselves, very 
i^pon become impudent. But few are apt to 
better than pleasant passers-by; and, 
l^ecidedly, this very one had somehow an air of 
gladness. During the tinu' I asked myself, 
K*Shall I open it “ Shall 1 not ? the seal, 

' Iqji I had held continuously between my 
rinsing fingers, broke suddenly in my hand, 

1 the flagon was oj^en. 

^waited, I observed, I saw nothing, I felt 
^ttking. And I was disappointed, so much 



the hope of stepping out of nature is ^ 
and ready to glide into our souls ! Nbthirig(* 
Not even a vague or confused illusion, ail^ 
uncertain image ! What T had foreseenf 
occurred. W'liat a docc'ption ! 1 felt sonie-j^^ 

what vexed. Reclined in inv ann-chak- 
vowed to myself, beforr* all tlie black-hairedi 
J{g\ ptians surrounding iin.*, to close my soul-! 
beftiT in the futun^ to the lies of the cabalists^ 
and oncc‘ more recognis-ed my dear teacher-s^; 
wisdom and resolved, like him, to be guidedi^ 
by reason in all matters ]iol comn?cted witH'J 
faith, Christian and Catholic. Expecting the} 
visit of a lady Siilamandri, what silliness! 
Is it possilii'- tlicil SalainaiKiiTs (*xist ? Bat; 
what is known about it, and “ Why not ?** 
Since noon the air was hoavv, now' it became' 
stifling. Rendered torpid by long days bf. 
quietness and seclusion, 1 felt a w'oight on’ 
rny forehead and '.-yes. 'Jl’e approach of a;- 
thunderstorm lay lieavy on me. I let my} 
arms hang dowai, and, with lieatl thrown back/; 
and eves closi.d, I ididecl into a doze full o£- 
golden Kgyplians uiid luslt\il .shadotvs. In Ih^ 
uncertain statti the sense of kn^e alone 
alive in my body, like a tire in the night. HoS^ 
long it had lasted I could not say, wdien I 
awakened by a sound of light stcjis and tfi 
rustling of a dre.* s. I opened my eyes a^ 
gave a gn'at shout. ' 

A marvellous creature stood before me, cKfc 
in black satin, a lace veil on her head—a .d® 
woman with blue c^yes, of resolut(^ features"! 
juvenile and pure skin, round cheeks and} 
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^ mouth animated as by an invisible kiss. The 


j;jfeh6rt skirt let little feet be seen, dancing, jolly, 
"^'spirited feet. Sln> heltl herself iij>right, but 
S'was round,somewhat thiek-set, in her voliiptu- 
fepus perfection. I'ufler the black velvet 
^ribbon round lier throat a little sf|uai(^ of her 
Cbosom was visible, brown, but dazzling. She 
looked on me with an air of eiirif^^ily. T have 
said already lu»w sU*i ]) had rendered me 
j-'amorous. I rosi; (iniekly, and step;?i d for¬ 
ward. 

** .Excuse me,*' sin* '^aid, " I am looking for 

.M, d'Asterac." 

*' • __ 

" I said to her : 

: ■ “Madam, there is no M. (rAsterne.. 'J'here 

. is you and 1. J expeeti'd yon. ^'on are a 

V Salamaniler. 1 ha\ e o])eni il the crystal llagou. 

r/You have come. You are mine.’' 

I took her in mv arms ami r'oveied with. 
** ■ ^ 

'kisses all ]ila(‘i s in\' lips could lind uncovered 
;J;by her dri'ss. 

•: She lore hei'^elf away and said : 

. “ Yon arc' mad." 

4 : fi* That is (|nite natural," I replied. " Who 
*;an my plac:t* could n*main sane ? " 

She lowcMvd her eye^., blushed, and smilt'd. 
%ie]l at her ft'et. 

As M. d’Asterac is not here," .she said, " .f 
tad better retire." 

“ Remain ! '’ 1 cried, and bolteil the door. 
Do you know if he will soon be back ? ” 
No, madam ! He u ill not return for a long 
iipp. He left me alone with the Salamanders, 
^pt I want one only, and that one is you.” 
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I lifted her in arms, carried her t6 
sofa, fell down on it with her, and smothereef^, 
her with kisses. 1 was out of my senses. 
screamed, 1 did not hear her ; she pushed niepi 
back wiih outstretched hands ; her fmger;^g 
nails scratched me all o\'er, and her vain% 
def.Tice only excited my fri ]i;iy. 1 pressed, en-;v 

laced l‘.t*r, she fell back worn out. Her mollw^J 
lied body gave way, she {‘losed her eyes and// 
soon, in niy trinmpli, her beautiful arms, re-!;: 
conciU'd, pressed me on lu‘r bostjin. 

Releaseil, alas ! from that delicious embrace, V 
we looked at one another with surprise,;^ 
Occii))ieil to g('l up again tl» centl\ she put her^ 
dress in onler aiul remaineii silent. , 

I Jove 3’oii/' I said. “ W hat is youry 
name ? *' . ^ 

I did not think Ii t to be a Salamander, and'^ 
to say the truth never did think so. 

*' Aly Jiame is Jahel,'’ sh.e said. V; 

“ Wdial ! you’re Ihc: niece of .Mosaide ?’./-f 
“ Ves ; bill keep (jiiiet. If lie should;?. 

k i 1 ^ Vi ■ 

now- 

“ W’hat would he do ? Si 

“ Oh ! noiliiiig to me.—^nothing. But 
you the worst, fie dislikes Christians.” 


Anil von 


“ Oil ! I I. disliki- the Jews.” 
” Jahe.l, do you love me a little ? ” 


It seem:, to me, sir, that after what 
have just now said to one another, yp| 
c^uestion is an uffciico.” . ,.§1 

“ True, mademoiselle, but I try to obl^ 
forgiveness for a vivacity, an ardour, whif’ 
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^'did not take the leisure to consult your senti- ■ 
■ xnents.” 

" Oh ! monsieur, do not make yourself out 
^to be more guilty than you n^ally are. All 
)your violence, and all your passion, wfuild not 
■nave served vou at all, had I not found vou 
lovable. When I saw yon slit-jung in that 
arm-chiair, I liki‘d your looks, waited for your 
awakening—the rest yon know'.’* 

As reply f gave her a kiss, slie. env' it me 
back, what a kiss ! 1 fane.ied fresli-gatliered 

strawberries mclling in iny nioutli. My desire 
Vrevived and passiunatelv I preh-.eil her on niy 
heart. 

'* Thi^ tinn-,*' hlie saiil, be li‘ss liasly, nnd 
,do not tliink only of yoiuseU. ^’ou must not 
; be. selfish in love. Voiing men do not sul'lici- 
jently know' that. Hnt we teach them.” 

' And w'e imiui'rsed oiirseK'e> in an iinfallioni- 
?=able depth of de.liei<msness. 

; After that tht‘ iliviue Jaliel asked of me.: 

V“ Hav'e you a eonib ? I look like a 
, witch.” 

Jahe.l,” 1 answered, “ 1 ha\ e no eonih. 1 
ad expected a Salamander. I atlore you.” 
•Adore me, dearest, but remain .secret. 
HYqu do not know Mosaide.” 

'What, Jahcl. Is he still so lerrilde as 
^hat, at the age of (uie hundred and thirty 
of w'hich h(‘ has lived sixtv-live inside 
pyramid ” 

1 “ I .see, my friend, that stories of iiiv uncle 
ive been told you and that you were simple 
t^Ogh to believe them. Nobody knows his 
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age ; I myself am ignorant of it, but I 
always known him as an old man. 1 know dnl^ 
that ho is robust and of uncommon strcngtb| 
-Ho has boon a banker at Lisbon, where ,Ki^ 
icillod a Christian ho surprised in the arms .of 
niy Anni: Myriam. Ho took to flight, and; 
CLiriU 'd ino with him. Sinoo then he loves ni^' 
with tho londoiTicss of a mother. He tells mjS 
things that are told to little children onlyi* 
and ho crie> when he sees me asliM'p.” ■ 

“ Do you live with him ? ” ? 

Yos, in tho koepor’s lodge, at the other end 
of the park.'*’ 

“ I kiKJw; you roach it b\ the lane where 
maiulraki s arc to be found. How is it that 1 
did ]iot meet you before ? J Jy what sinister 
d('^tilly, living so near you, have I lived with* 
out sc'oing y(»u ? Bui what do J say, lived ? 
Is it to li\'e without knowing you ? Are yo^ 
shut up in yonder lodge ? ” • 

“ It is true 1 am somewhat of a recluse, arid 
cannot g(j for walks as I v/ish, to the shops,ib 
theatres. ]\Iosaid(^'s tenderness docs not leave 
me any liberty, lit' guards nu.* jealously, and^ 
besides six small gold cups he brought with; 
him from Lisbon, he loves but me. on 
As he is iiiuch mo^^ attached to me than 
was to my Aunt Myriain, he would kill 
dear, with a l>ettc.*r heart thrin he killed^'if^ 
Portuguese. I warn you so, to impress.® 
jiecessity of discn.dion on you, and becaii,5<6| 
is not a consideration which could 
brave gentleman. Are you of a good friiii] 
my friend ?” 
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Alas I no ; my father applies himself to 
^mechanic art, and has a sort of trade." 

And he is not of any of the professions ? 
ISQOes not belong to thf‘ banking world ? 

? It is a pity. Well you’re to be loved 
j^for yourself. Ihit speak tlu! truth. Is M. 
^d’Asterac to be back short 1 \' ? " 

At this name and cpiestion a terrible doubt 
Scame in my mind. I siispceled the enclumting 
yjahcl to have b*'en sent by the eabalist to 
^.play the part of a Salamander with me. 1 went 
i-So far as to aecnsi* her in 1113' mind of being 
■■^he nymph of that old fool. To obtain an 
j^>immediate explanation I bluntly anil coarsely 
•^ked hii if .she was in the hal>it of acting the 
VSalamander in the castle. 

*'I don’t imdei-stand you,” she replied, 
!^boking at me with eyes full of innocent siir- 
ypiise. “ You speak like. M. dWstiTac himself, 
I could believe \'ou to be attacked b\’ liis 
f^mania also, if 1 had not proved that you do 
.iViiLpt share the aversion to women that ho has. 
fHe cannot stand female, and it is a real 
noyaiice to me to sei‘ and speak with him. 
nevertheless I was looking for him when I 
pd you.” 

;.Thetpleasure of being reassured made, me 
in smother her with kisses. 

?^he managed to let me see that she had 
,^ck stockings which, over the knot's, were 
up by garters ornamented with diamond 
^ i^^es and that sight brought back my mind 
'ideas pleasant to her. Besides she entreated 
l;pn the welcome subject with much ability 
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and fervour^ and 1 was aware that she bedi^ 
excited over the game at the very moment! 
began to get fatigued from it. However* 
did my best, and was fortunate enough t3 
spare the beautiful girl a disgrace which sh^l 
did not deserve in the least. It seemed' tM 
me rhat she was not discont(‘nted with nieS? 
She rose, very quicdly, and said ; 

“ Do you really not know if .M. d\\sterdc^ 
will soon back ? I confess to you that tfS 
came to ask him for a small amount of the§ 
pension he ow('s to my uncle, a Iriile only. Ifi 
very badly want it just now.” . 

1 took my purse out and ;landed her, with^f 
dTie excii.ses, the thn'e cnnviis it containedr’f 

’ 'I 

It was all that remained of the too rare*^ 
liberalities of the eabalist who, professing tg^j 
dislike money, milurkily forgot to pay me mjirl' 
salary. 

I asked Madcmioisellr- Jahcl ii I should not'^ 
have the plea'^ure ot seeing her again. ' 

" You will,” she replied. ■ ' ^ 

And we agreed that sin* should ascend 
night-time to my room whenever she coul(| 
escape from the* lodge, where she was prett 
nearly a prisoner. 

Take care to nmicinber,” I to^i 
“ that my room is the fourth on the right 
the corridor and Abbe Coignard's the 
The others give access to tlui lofts, where t 
or three scullions lodge, and hundreds of rdts^ 
She assured me that she iwould be 
careful not to make a mistake, and wo: 
scratch on my door and not on any othdt^; 
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^“'Besides,” she continued, “ your Abb6 . 

jignard seems to be a very good man, and 
H'^am pretty sure that we have in no way to be 
l^fraid of him. I looked at him, through a . 
I^Eiepholc, on the day lu- came with you to 
‘^yisit my uncle! I thought him amiable, 
^■though I could not hear what he said. Princi- 
'^pally his nose I thought to be really ingenious 
and capable. A man with .such a nose ought 
^.io be full of expedients and I vorv imi.-h wish 
j to become acciuainted with him. One can but 
V better one’s mind l)y having intercourse with 
^jpeoplc of high spirit. I am oniy sorry that 
-my uncle was mjt pleased with his words and 
i^scoiiintr humour. Mosaide hates him, and 
- of his capacity for hatc' no Christian can form 
idea.” 

y “ Mademoisi'lle,” 1 replied, “Monsieur 
j*rAbbe Jerome Coignard is a very learned man, 
/.and he has in addition philosophy and kind- 
':®ess. lie knows the work!, and you are (inite 
(right in believing him to be a good counsellor. 
!lfcl regulate mvselt fully after his advice. Hut, 
^ell me, did >’ou see me also, on yonder day, 
^^t the lodge, through the peephole you spoke 
? 

‘‘ I saw you,” she said to me, “ and 1 will not 
fide from you that I was pleased. Hut I 
fiu^t return to iny uncle. Good-byi*.” 

^^The same evening, after supper, M. d’Asterac 
id not fail to ask me for news of the Salamander. 

S. curiosity troubled me somewhat. My 
iyrer was that the meeting had surpassed all 
r expectations, but that I thought it my 
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duty to confine myself to a discretion due^j^ 
such kind of adventures. 

" That discretion, my son,” he said, “ ^ 
not of so much iiso in your case as you reprej§ 
sent. Salamanders do not want their amoursf 
to be kept secret, they are not ashamed ofe^ 
them. One of thos^* nym]ihs who loves ine| 
does not know ol a s\v(*et( r pastime than tq^) 
engrave iny initials enlaced willi hers on the;, 
bark of trees, as you can see for yourself byv 
examining the stems of live or six Scotch firs,i>' 
the exquisite tops of wliicb. \-oii can see fronii; 
yonder windows. Ihil have \’on not, my son^j 
learned that that kind o[ Honour, truly sub-’ 
lime, far from leaving any fatigue behind, lendsi 
to the heart a new vigour? I am sure that'; 


after what ])assed to-day ^'ou'll ejnploy youtv 
night in translating at least sixty pages of| 
Zosimus the Panopolitan.” ^ 

T confessr*d that on the contrary 1 felt veryj; 
sleepy, which he explainei.1 by reason of the;' 
astonishment j)roduced by such a first meeting'.; 
And so the great man remained convinced thafej 
I had had intercourse with a Salamander. K 
felt some: scruples at deceiving him, but I was^ 
compelled to do il and, besides, he dcceivQ» 
himself to such a degree that it was hardly 
po.ssible to add anything to his illusions. 

I ascended peacefully to my room, went 
bed, and blew tlui candle out at the end of 
most glorious day of my life. 




CHAPTliR XVI 



■. Jaliel comes my Koom—Wliat tlic Abbe saw on the 
Stairs—llis Miicounler with Mosaidc 


■^Jahel kept )i(T word. On the micoikI day 
'after, she scratcht'd at inv door. Wc were a 
.great deal more comfortabh' in my room than 
.5:we had been in M. d'AsteraeV study, and what 
•had taken ])lace at our iirst meeting vvas but 
' child'o phij’ in eom[)arison to what love 
inspired us at our sce.ond opportunity. She 
^-.tore herself out of my arms at the dawn witli 
?a thousand oaths to join me again very soon, 
.\palling me her soul, her life, Jier dearest 
Kswcetlicarl. 

5= That (lav I rose vrrv late. When I reached 


Hhe library, my master was already sitting 
|iover the paj)yrus of Zosimus, his pen in one 
his magnifying-glass in the other, and 
Hjjyorthy of the admiration of anyone having 
consideration for good literature. 

Jacques 'roiirnebroche,*' he said to me, 
K'tiie principal difliculty of this reading consists 
Ba - not a few of the letters being easily coii- 
l^unded with others^ and it is important for 
success of the deciphering to make a list 
&S;.;thc characters lending themselves to 
^S^lsLr mistakes, because by not taking such . 
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precautions wc are running the risk of eihpl6j|f:i^ 
ing the wrong terminations, to our etem^ 
shame and just vituperation. I have to-da# 
already committed some ridiculous blunder^ 
ft must have been bccaust', since daybreak^ 
iny mind has been troubled by what I saw' 
last night, and of which L will give you ahi 
account. * 

“ 1 woke up in the morning twilight, and E 
felt a longing for a glass of that light white" 
wine about which I made yesterday TOy- 
conipIiuKMits to M. d’Asterac, if you remember. 
For there <‘xists, my son, between white wine 
and the aov'ing of the coi k a sympathy, 
doubtless dating from Noah’s time, and I ani 
certain that if Saint J^•tor, in lliat sacred night 
he passed in the yard of the great high priest,- 
had had just a mouthful of ^losolLe claret or 
only wine of Orlctans, he ne\or would have 
disowned Jesus Chrir.t before the cock crowed 
a second time. Ihit in no seiist^, iny boy; 
have, wt' to regret Hint had action, it was of 
the utmost irii porta net? that the prophecies 
were fnllilled, and if JVter, or Cej>has, had not 
committ('.d on that very night the. worst o^ 
infamies, he. would not now be the greatest 
saint in heaven, and the corner-stone of 
holy Church, to th(' confusiou of honest ni^^ 
according to th(i world, who have to see 1:]^ 
keys of their ctiTiial bliss field by a dastafdly 
knave. O salutary example, which, dramp^ 
man out of the fallacious inspirations of huii^$ 
honour, leads him on the road of salvation^ 
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masterly disposition of religion. O 
:^vine wisdom, exalting the 'meek and 
J^etched to the humiliation ot the haughty! 
fiO marvel! O mvstcrv ! To the eternal 
'shame of the Pharisees and lawyers, a common’ 
'mariner of the l.ake of Tiberias, who by his 
gross cowardice had become the laughing¬ 
stock of Ihe kitchen wenches who warmed 
themselves with him in the courtyard of the 
high priest, a churl and a dastard, who denied* 
his master and his faith before slatterns 
certainly not so pretty by far as the eliainber- 
maid of the bailiff’s wife at Seez, wears the 
triple Clown, the pontilical ring on his linger 
and rules over ]H'inces and bishops, over kings 
and cm})erors, is iii\'i*sle<.l with tlie right to 
bind and loose ; the most respectable of men, 
‘the most honi'st dame;, cannot enter heaven 
sunless h(? giv<N Hkmu admisMon. 

But tell me, Tournt^broche, my boy, at 
"what part of my narrative had I arrived 
"when I got miuhlletl over that great Saint 
•Peter, the prince of apo>tles ? If I remember 
Avell I spoki^ to you of a glass of white wine 
drank at daybreak. I came down to the 
j?paiitry in my shirt, and took out of a certain 
^cupboard, the key of which I had prudently 
j&ept by me the day before, a bottle, the con¬ 
sents of which I emjiti('d with no little pleasure. 
^Afterwards reascending the stairs I met, 
l^tween the second and third flights, a tiny 
^Tamsel clad as a pierrot, w'ho descended the 
Steps. She seemed to be mightily afraid. 
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and fled into the farthest Corner of the passage, ^ 
I followed her, caught her, took her in my,^ 
arms, and kissed her in a sudden and irresist-^i 
iblc outbn'ak of sympathy. Don't blame me,' 
niy boy ; in niy place you would have done as* 
nuich, perhai)s more. I-t was a pretty girl, 
reminding me ol: the serving-maid of the 
bailifl’s wife, but with more vivacity in her. 
looks. She did not dare to scream. She 
whisporeil breathless in my ear; ‘ Leave me, 
leave me; you're mad! ’ Look here, 
Tourncbroclic, I still have the marks of her 
finger nails on my wrist. 0 that I could keep 
as vivid on my lijis the imim's-ioii of the kiss 
she gave me ! ” 

“ What, Monsieur Abbe," I exclaimed, 
“ she gave you a kiss ? *' 

“ Dc sure, my boy, that in my place you 
would have had om* Loo—that to say, if 
you, as I did, sci/id the ojjportiinity. I 
believe I told voii that I held the damsel in 
close* embrace. She tried to lly from me, she 
suppressed lier screams, she murmured groans. 
' For heaven's sake, leave me ! It begins to be 
light, a moment more and 1 am lost.’ Her 
fears, her fright, her danger—wlio could be 
barbarous enough not to be affected by them ? 
I am not iiihuinan. 1 gave her freedom at tjiig 
price of a kiss, which she gave me quickly^ 
On my word, I never (.*njoyed a more dclicioi^ 
one.” 

At this part of his tale, iny dear 
raising his nose to snil'f a pinch of 




became aware of my confusion and pain, 
which he thought to be utter astonishment, 
and continued to say : 

“ Jacques Tourncbrocho, all that remains 
for me to tell you will astonish you still more. 
To my regret 1 let the pretty girl go, but 
curiosity tempted me to follow her. I went 
down the stairs after her, saw her cross the 
lobby, go out by a little door opening on the ' 
fields in fVic direction w)u‘re the ]mrk *‘xtends 
farthest, and run up the lane. I followe.d 
swiftly, I waM (juite .>ure that she would not 
go far, dressed as a ]iiLTrol and wt^aring a 
night-cap. Slu? took the path wherein tlie 
mandrakes ilwell. My curiosity do\ibicd, and 
1 followed lier up to Mosai(li.‘*s lodge. At this 
moment the hideous Ji?w appeared at a window 
in his di'('ssing-gown and nionslions head- 
gear, like <me of those ligures who show 
.theinsclv('s at the stroke of noon, outride those 
old clocks inon' (iothic and more ridiculous 
than the churches wherein they are kept, for 
!the enjoyment of the. yokels and the profit 
'.of the beadle. 

I . “ He discovered me, hidden as I was 
^behind tlu' foliage, at the very moment when 
|tliat pretty girl, fleet as (ialatea, slipptid into 
Bhe lodge. It looked as if T had followed her 
mp in the manner, way and habit of ilio.se 
^'^tyrs of which \vv have, spoken of laic when 
l^dhfe.rring on the finest passages of Ovid, 
gjkfy dress could but add to such resemblance 
lid I tell you, my boy, that I wore only a 
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shirt ? Seeing me, Mosaide’s eyes voniitec 
fire. Out of his dirty yellow greatcoat h^ 
drew a neat little stiletto and shook it througH^ 
the wind<^w with an arm in no way weighed^ 
<^own by age. He roared bilingual curses dn-; 
me. Yes, Toiirnebroche, niy grammatical^ 
knowlirdge authorises me to say that hisj 
curses were bilingual, that Spanish, or rather; 
Portuguese, was mixed in them with Hebrew.'. 
I went into a ragi; at not being able to catch', 
their exact sense, as I do not know these 


languages, although 1 can n'cognisj.' them by 
certain sounds which are fri.‘<|uent when they 
arc spoken. Tt is very ])• ■.^ible that he 
accused me of wauling to coTruj)t that girl,, 
whom I believe to be his niece Jidu.l, whom, 
as yon will remember, AI. d'Asterac has. 
repeatedly mentioiuid to ns. As such his in¬ 
vectives were ratluir (lattering to me, as I have; 
become, my boy, by the ])rogr( ss of age and- 
the fatigues ot an agitated life, s<.» that [ cannot- 
aspiro any longi.*r to the love of juvenile 
maidens. Alas! should 1 become a bishop.: 
that is a dish of which I shall never taste*^ 
I am sorry foi it. But it is Jio good to bdf 
closely attached lo the perishable, things pfj 
this world, and wo are coni])(’Jlod tf) leay^? 
what leaves ns. Accordingly Mosaide^ 
brandishing liis stiletto, siinalled out ^hi^ 
hoarse sounds mingled with sharp yelping 
in such a manner that J fell insulted,' as 
as vituperated, in a chant or song. Axw 
without flattering myself, my dear boy^^^ 
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^C^an. say that I have been treated as a rake and 
<^''^ducer in a tune solemn and ceremonious. 


. When yonder Mosaide brought his impreca- 

;?tions to an end, I endeavoured to Jet him have . 
1" • 


liny reply in two languages also. I replied in a 
.'inixture of Latin and 1 ^'rench that he was a 
'inanslayer and a saerilifgist, who murdered 
vtiny babes and stabbed sacred hosts. The fresh 
moniing wind blowing bertween my naked 
.legs rcininded me that I wore a sJiirt only. 
I felt somewhat embaiTa>r-ed, because it is 
evident, my boy, that a man without breeches 
is in a slate Jiiglily inconvenient to speak of 
sacred truth, to confoinul error and to prevent 


crime. Witlial I gave him a ]nc)digioiis 
^sketch of his outrages, and 1 threatened him 
Xvith the lernji’s of justict; both human and 
divine.” 


" What do you say, my good master ? ” I 
nearly scri'amed, “ yonder Slosaidc, who has 
jSUch a pretty nii c(', kills now-born babes and 
vstabs hosts } ” 


,V.' “ I don't know anything about him,” M. 
tj^r6me Coignard ie])lied, ” and beside.s cannot 
tfKnow it. Hut those crimes are his, they are 
jb^his race, and I can charge liim with them 
yi^ithout slandering him. I ])lacc on that 
y^screant’s back a long array of llagitioiis 
giheestors. You cannot have remained 
^norarit of all that is said of the Jews and of 
Kafiir abominable rites. You ma>' see. in an 
|^;6ient cosmography of Munster in West- 
a drawing representing some Jews 
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mutilating a child, they are recognisable hj 
the wheel or round of cloth they wear on th< 
clothes in sign of infamy. For all that, I d< 
not believe these misdeeds to be of their dailj^s 
and donu‘slic use. I also doubt that th^S 
jnajority of Israelites are inclined to outrag^- 
the holy wafers. To aceusi^ them of doing 
would be to believe that they are as deeply!; 
conviiiC(^d of the divinity of our Lord Jesus; 
Christ as w*' an? ourselves. Sacrilege without'; 
faith is unbelievable, and the Jew who stabbed* 
a host renderc'd by that very deed a sincere' 
homage to the; truth of transubstantiation... 
These are fables, my boy, bt; left to the,, 
ignorant and, if 1 throw tlii*m in the face.' 
of that horrible. Mosakle, I do it hiss by. 
the counsels of sound critici.siii than by the..- 
impressive suggesticjus of resentment and! 
angi.T.” 

" Oh ! sir,’* I said, “ you might have con-, 
tented yourself with reproachiu.g him for the! 
murder of tlie Portuguese; he killed in the' 
frenzy of lii^ jealousy ; that certainly was si; 
murder.” 

" What! ” broke out my good master^j 
“Mosakle has killed a Christian? 
dangerous, my dear Tournebrochc. You’ll 
have to come tc* the same conclu.sion that :E 
have arrived at inysi.'lf about this adventure| 
It is quite certain that his niece is the mistre^ 
of M. d’Asterac, whose room she doubtlei 
had just left when 1 met her on the stairs. 

“ I am too religious a man not to be spii^ 



so' amiable a person comes of the Jewish 
crucified Jesus Christ. Ala6! do 
^>t doubt, my dear boy, that villain Mordecai 
K tl^e uncle of an Esther who does not need to 
^aCerate six months in myrrh to become 
.^iorthy of the bed of a king. That old 
^f>agyric raven is not the man fit for such a 
^beauty, and T am rath(T inclint'd to take an 
i^ihterost in her in\'self. 

yj “ Mosaide will have to hide her very secretly 
i^iahd carefully ; should she show herself once 
;only at the ])ronienade or the theatre, she 
^would hav(^ all tlie world at her feet on the 
^following morning. Don’t you wish to see 
iftier, Tournehrodie ? ” 

I replied that 1 wished it very much. And 
|. 1 hen both of us drove deeper in our Greek. 


i 



CHAPTER XVII 


Out**i(lc Mademoiselle Catherine's House—-We are iavit< 
in liy M. d’Anquctil—^Thc Suj)pcr—The Visit of 
Owner and the horrible Consequences 

That evening my tutor and 1 happened to 
in the Rue du Bac, and as it was rather warn£w) 

' T. V 

M. Jerome Coignard said to nic : . 

“ Jacques Tournebroche, my son, would^ 
it be agreeable to you to turn to the left, into;| 
the Rue de GrencJJe, in quest of a tavern—JS 
that's to say, to some, place where we could get:^ 
a pot of wine for two sous. 1 am rather short| 
of cash, iny boy, and strongly suppose ypuS 
to be no better off. M. d'.'Vsterac, who^^ 
possibly can make gold, does not give any 
his secretaries and servants, as we well kno^^ 
to our cost, you and 1 . He leaves us in 
lamentable state. I have never a penny- 
my pocket, and it will become n«;ccssarjr 
remedy that evil by industry and artific* ^ 
It is a line thing i.o bear poverty with an e 
mind, like Epictetus of glorious memd 
But it is an exercise I am tired of and .wp 
has become tedious by habit. I feel it is 
time for a change of virtue, and to insin 
myself into the possession of wealth withCS 
being possessed by it, which certainly, 
noblest state to be reached by the soul eff 
philosopher. I shall feel myself obligedi-js^ 
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gfpn, to earn profits of some kind to show 
^at iny sagacity has not faded me during 
fmy prosperity. T am in search of the means 
pb.reach such an issue ; my mind is occupied 


®ydt, Tournebrochc.” 

P^I^'And as my dear tutor spoke with a noble 
^^tinction of that matter, we came near the 
pretty dwelling wherein M. de la Gueritude 
piad lodged Mademoiselle Catherine. “You'll 
•recognise it, she had said to me, by the roses 
'bn the balcony.'* Then^ was not light enough 
%to' see the roses, but I fancied I could smell 
|them. Advancing a fi*w yards I saw her at 
jf.the window watering llowcrs. She recognised 
/ihe, laughed, and threw me kisses with her 
Liliubby little hand. Upon that a hand pass- 
>^g through the open window slapped her 
l^heek. In her surprise she let the water jug 
'^p'Out of her hand, it fell down into the 
Street, at a hair’s-breadth from my tutor's 
^^ead. The slapped beauty disappeared from 
|the window, and the ear-boxer appeared; 
leaned out and shouted : 

Thank God, sir, you are not the Capuchin. 
^ cannot stand seeing my mistress throw 
^sses to that stinking beast, who continually 
ffifoA’ls under this window. For once I have 
IPli: to blush at her choice. You look quite 
/honest man, and I believe I have seen you 
^wore. Do me the honour to come up. 
I^P^in a supper is prepared. You'll do me a 
BMffl^iavour to partake of it, as well as the 
W M fe-.'who has just had a pot of water thrown 
S|^f^:His head, and shakes himself like a wetted 
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dog. After supper we^l have a game of cdr^ 
and at daybreak we'll go hence to ciit oi„ 
another's throats. But that will be piireti 
and simply an act of civility and only tp;!T^ 
you honour, sir, for, in truth, tliat girl is ilo^ 
worth the tlirust of a sword. She is a huss^" 
I'll never sec her any more.” 





m 


I recognised in the speaker, the Monsieitl 
d'Anqnetil whom I had seen a short time 
excite his l')llowers so vehemently to spik^ 
Friar Ange. Now he spokt^ with courtesjra 
and treated me as a gentleman. I understood! 
all the favour Ik.' conferred on me by his? 
consent to cut my throat. Nor was my dea|i| 
tutor less sensible of so luiich urbanityS 
and after having shaken himself he said tdj 

“ Jacques Tourncbroche, my son, we cannot;! 
say nay to such a gracious invitaiion." VS 
Already two lackeys had comcj down bear^ 
ing torches. They led us to a rooni whe^j 
a collation had been prepared on a table ]ll|^ 
up by wax candles burning in two silver 
candelabra. M. d'Anquetil invited us to l^ 
seated, and my good master tiiKl his napl^ 
round his throat. He already had a F 
on his fork when heart-rending sobs wcfe; j* 
be heard. ’.j"' 

'* Don't take any notice of yonder npi^ 
saidM. d'Anquetil, “it'sonly Catherine, 

I have locked in that room.” 

“ Ah ! sir; you must forgive her,”^ 
my kind-hearted tutor, looking sadly dnj 
gold-brown toasted little bird on bb T 
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pleasantest meat tastes bitter when 
pehsoned with tears and moans. Could you 
live the heart to let a woman cry ? Reprieve 
Kis .onCj I beg of you! Is she then so 
plamable for having thrown a kiss to my 
S^ung pupil, who was her neighbour and 
^mpanion in the days of their common 
^ediocrity, at a time when tliis pretty girl’s 
^|harms were only famous under the vine 
^rbour of the Little Bacchus ? It was but an 
^nocent action, as much so as a human, and 
f|iarticularly a woman’s, action can ever be 
^nocent, and alfogi’.ther free of the original 
j^tain. Allow me also to say, sir, that jealousy 
a Gothic sentiment, a sad reminder of 
^barbaric customs, which has no business to 
^survive in a dt‘licate, well-born soul.” 

" Monsieur 1’Abbe,” inquired M. d’Anquetil, 
what grounds do you presume to be 
? I am not! But 1 cannot stand a 
i^qtmxL mocking me.” 

fe-*/ We arc playthings of the winds,” said 
tutor, and sighed. “ Kverything laughs 
“‘■‘Vijus, the sky, the stars, rain and shadow, 
"ihyr and light and woman. Let Catherine 
i^with us. She is pretty and will enliven 
^ table. Whatever she may have done, 
Tkiss and the rest, do not render her the 
ipleasant to look at. The infidelities of 
do not spoil their beauty. Nature, 
'""Igd to adorn them, is indifferent to their 
I follow her, and forgive Catherine." 
r.yseconded my tutor’s entreaties, and M. 
'.qu^til consented to free the prisoner. 
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He went to the door of the room from: 
the cries came, unlocked it, and cal 
Catherine, whose only reply was to redoul 
her wailing. 

“ Gentlemen,” her lover said to us, " tliei 
she. is lying flat on her belly, her head pliii 
in the pillows, and at every sob raising 
rump ridiculously. Look at that. It is fpl 
such we take so much trouble and commit is" 
many absurdities! Cathciine, come to supper^’^’f] 

But Catherine did not move, and continue.? 
to cry. He piilled her by the arm, by thj 
waist. She resisted. He became more pre^' 
ing, and said caressingly : 

“ Come, darling, get up.” 

But she was stubborn, would not chanf^ 
place, and stuck there, holding to pillows ani^ 
mattress. 

At last her lover lost patience, sw'ore, 
shouted rudely: 

” Get up, slut! ” 

At once she got up, and, smiling an^ 
her tears, took his arm and came with liim 
the dining-room, looking the very picture^ 
a happy victim. 

She sat down between M. d’Anquetil,j 
me, her head inclined on the shoulder o^^ 
lover the while her foot felt for mine 
the table. 

” Gentlemen,” said our host, ” forgive^ 
vivacity, an impulse I cannot regret, bei^^ 
it gives me the honour to entertain yo 
this place. To say the truth, I cannot ei 
all the whims of this pretty girl^ and. 
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j^^ri very suspicious since I surprised her with 
er Capuchin." 

1^^'' “ My dear friend," Catherine said, pressing 
|si^ the same time her foot on mine, " your . 
||e^ousy goes astray. You should know that 
l^y.only liking is for M. Jacques." 

& “She jests,” said M. d*Anquetil. 

.“Do not doubt of it," said I. “It is 
!(quite evident that she loves you, and you - 
^alone.** 

“Without flattering myself,' he replied, 
'/‘I have somehow attracted her attachment. 

I m m ■ 

.^But she is coquettish and fickle." 

i". “Give me something to drink,” said the 

M. d'Anquetil passed him the demijohn 
^ and exclaimed : 

“ By gad! abb6, you who belong to the 
’^Church, you'll tell us why women love 
^^Capuchins.” 

V' M. Coignard wiped his lips and said : 
sjl ’ “ The reason is that Capuchins love humbly, 
^^knd never refuse anything. Another reason 
Ij^that neither reflection nor courtesy weakens 
" ifieir natural instincts. Sir, yours is a generous 


You do me too much honour," replied M. 
p^Anquetil. “ It is M. de la Gueritude’s. I 
(aye taken his mistress. I may as well take 
Jis bottles." 

Nothing is more equitable,” said my 
P6r. “ I see, with pleasure, that you rise 
poiye prejudices." 

|^?'Po not praise me, abb6, more than I 
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deserve. My birth reilders easy to 
may be difficult for the vulgar. A commonef 
is compelled to have some restraint in all;]^ 
doings. He is tied down to rigid probity'^ 
but a gentleman enjoys the honour of fignt-^ 
iiig for his king and his pleasure, and 
not need to encumber himself with foolis| 
trifles. I have seen active service under ;M 
de Villars, and in the War of Successibfl^^ 
and have also run the risk of being killedtJ 
without any reason in the battle of Parmabij 
The least you can do is to leave me free to'; 
lick my servants, to balk my creditors, and!; 
take, if it please me, the wives «-f my friends— 
likewise their mistresses.” 

” You speak nobly,” said my good master;^ 
“ and you are careful to maintain the^ 
prerogatives of the nobility.” 

” I have not,” replied M. d*Anquetil, ” those? 
scruples which intimidate the crowd of or--'; 
dinary men, and which I consider good onl}^ 
to stop the timorous and restrain th^i 
wretched.” ! 

” Well spoken ! ” said my tutor. .. 

“I do not believe in virtue,” replied th^ 
other. 

” You’re right,” said my master aga^ 
"With his quite peculiar shape, the humiy 
animal could not be virtuous without b' 
somewhat deformed. Look, for an exam^ 
on this pretty girl supping with us; oti;,:^ 
beautiful bosom, her marvellously rou^^ 
form, and the rest. In what part of" 
enchanting body could she lodge a graip^ 







leT’" There is no^room for it ; ever5^hing - 
fe so firin, so juicy, solid, and plump! Virtue, 
SKe the raven, nests in ruins. Her dwellings 
life the" cavities and wrinkles of the human 
^bdy. I myself, sir, who, since m^*' childhood, 
p^itve meditated over the austere principles 
.religion and philosophy, could not insinuate 
l^to myself a minimum of virtue otherv-'ise 
Lilian by means of constitutional flaws produced 
sufferings and ago. And «*.ver more I 
^-isibsorbed less virtue than pricic. In doing 
jiSO I got into tlio habit of addressing to the 
^Divine Creator this world the following 
fprayer :—‘ ^ly Lord, preserve mi', from virtue 
Mf it IS to lead me from godliness.’ Ah I 
:^godliness ; tliis it is possible and ncce.ssary to 
fiattain. That is our decent ending. May we 
freach it some day! In the meantime, give 
^mc something to drink.” 

I'll confess,” said M. d'Anquetil, “that 
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IT.do not believe in a God.” 


Now, for once, sir, I must blame you,” 
^^d the abbe. “ One mpst believe in God, 
Stxid all the truths of our holy religion.” 

M. d'Anquetil protested. 

‘ You make game of us, abbd, and take us to 
worse ninnies than we really are. As I have 
id, I do not believe either in God or devil, 
id I never go to Mass—the king's Mass alone 
^xcepted. The sermons of the priests are 
for old w’oinen, bearable, perhaps, in 
times as when my grandmother saw the 
de Choisy, dressed as a woman, dis-,. 
iput^ the holy bread at the Church of Saint ' 
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Jacques du Haut Pas. In those times there 
may have been religion; to-day there non^ 
thank God! '* 

" By all the saints and all the devils 
don’t speak like that, my friend,” exclaime 
Catherine. “As sure as that pie stands pjj| 
this table God exists ! And if you want 
proof of it, let me say, that when, last yt^i« 
on a certain day, I was in direful distress and' 
penury, I went, on the advice of Friar Ange/ 
to burn a wax candle in the Church of the^l 
Capuchins, and on the following I met M.* 
de la Gucritiido at the prome nade, who gave 
me this house, with all ih.c furniture it. 
contains, the cellar full of wine, some of 
which we enjoy to-night, and sufficient money 
to live honestly.” 

“ Fic ! Fie I ” said M. d’Anquetil, “the- 
idiot makes God Almighty interfere in dirty 
affairs. This .shocks and wounds one’s feel¬ 
ings, even if one is an atheist.” 

“ My dear sir,” said my good tutor, “ it i^ 
a great deal better to coiuproinisc God inr 
dirty business, as does that simple-minded; 
girl, than, as you do, to chase Him out of th)8 
world He has created. If He has not expressly 
sent that burly contractor to Catherine, Jim 
creature. He at least suffered her to meet hii|^ 
We are ignorant of His ways, and what.tlij^ 
simpleton says contains more truth, may^f ‘ 
mixed and alloyed with blasphemy, thari''^^ 
the vain words a reprobate draws out of / 
emptiness of his heart. Nothing is in^ 
despicable than the libertinism of mind,^;i " 
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itiie youth of 6ur days make a show of. Your ’ 
.^ords make me shiver. Am I to reply to 
;^them by proofs out of the Holy Scriptures 
and the writings of the fathers ? Shall I make 
you hear God speaking to the patriarchs and 
’.to the prophets : Si locutus est Abraham et 
Sfimini ejus in soicula ? Shall I spread out 
b&ore you the traditions of the Church ? 
Invoke against you the authority of both 
Testaments ? Blind you with Christ's 
miracles, and His words as miraculous as His 
deeds? No! I will not arm myself with 
those, holy weapons. I fear too much to 
pollute them in such a light, which is not at all 
solemn. In her prudence the Church warns 
us not to risk turning edification into a 
scandal. Therefore I will not speak, sir, of 
that wherewith T have been fed on the steps 
of sanctuaries. But, without violating +he 
chaste modesty of my soul, and without 
exposing to profanation the sacred mysteries. 
I’ll show you God overawing human reason. I'll 
show you it by the philosoph 3 »^ of pagans, and 
i’by the tittle-tattle of ungodly persons. Yes, 
;sir^ I'll make you avow that you recognise 
: pirn, against your own free will. Much as you 
'. want to preteiul He does not exist you cannot 
'.but agree that, if a certain order prevails in 
V this world, such order is divine—flows out of 
yihe spring and fountain of all order." 

R/. “ I agree,” replied M. d'Anquetil, reclining . 
pn his arm-chair and fondling his finely shhped 
|!^ves. 

.‘[Therefore, take care," said my good 
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tutor. “When you say that God does not4i 
exist what else are you doing but linking | 
thought, directing reason, and manifesting-^ 
in your innermost soul, the principle of all^ 
thought, ajul all reason, which is God ? Is it.. 
possible only to attempt to establish that He ■ 
is lint, without illuminating, by the most, 
paltry reasoning, which still is reasonii%, . 
some remains of the harmony He has 
established in the universe ? ** 


“Abbe,” replied M. d'Ancjuetil, “you are 
a humorous sophist. It is well known in our 
days that this worlil is the work of chance, 
and it is superQuous to speak of a jn'ovidcnce, 
since natural philosophers have discovered, 
by means of their telescopi's, that winged 
frogs are living on the moon.” 

“ Well, sir,” replied my good master, “ I 
am in no way angry that winged frogs are 
living on the moon ; such kind of marsh-birds 
are very worthv inhabitants of a world which 
has not bt-en sanctified by the blood of our 
Lord Jesus Christ. True, wo only know the 
minor part of the universe, and it is quite 
possible, as M. if Asterac says—-who is a bit 
of a fool—that this earth is no more thaq. 
a spot of mud in th(‘ infinity of worlds. 
May be tlio astronoiiKT Copernicus was not. 
altogether dreaming when he taught that,., 
mathematically, the earth is not the centre ofc.' 
creation. 1 have also read that an Italian;/ 
of the name of Galileo, who died miserably,*^; 
shared Copernicus’ opinion, and in our dayS^T^' 
we see little M. de Fontcnclle entertainmig^ 
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•We same ideas. But all this is but a vain.-' 


^imagination^ fit only to unhinge weak minds. 
?-What does it matter if the physical world is 
■ larger or sniallcr, of one shape or another ? 
It is quite sufficient that it can be duly con¬ 
sidered only by intelligence and reason for 
God to be inanifest therein. 


c*' If a wise man’s meditations could be 


of some use to you, sir, I will inform you how 

■ such proof of God’s existence*, better tlian the 

■ proof of St Anselm, and quite independent 
of that resulting from kevelation, appeared 
to jne suddenly in unclouded limpidity. It 
was at Seez, live and twenty years ago 
when I was the bishoiVs librarian. The 
gallery windows openetl on a courtyard 
where, every morning, I saw a kitclicn wench 
?.lcaii the saucepans. She was young, tall, 
.iturdy. A slight down, :dia.dowlike, over her 
lips lent an irritating and proud gracefulness 
to her countenance. Her entangled hair, 
meagre bosom, and long, naked arms were 
worthy of an Adonis or a Diana. She was of 

boyish beauty. I loved her for it, loved lier 
'.strong, red hands. All in all that girl evoked 
:Tn me a longing as rude and brutal as herself. 
You know how imperious such longings are. 
I made her understand by sign and word. 
' Without the slightest hesitation she quickly 
Viet me know that my longings were, not 
stronger than hers, and appointed the very 
f yiext night for a meeting, to take place in the 
J'lpft, where she slept on the hay, by gracious 
^y;ipermission of the bishop, whose saucepans 




she cleaned. Impatiently I waited for uiel. 
night. When at last her shadow covered;^ 
the earth I climbed, by means of a ladderi?| 
to the loft, where the girl expected me. My; 
first thought was to embrace lier, my second -, 
to admire the links which brought me intpv 
her arms. For, sir, a young ecclesiastic—a ' 
kitchen wench—a ladder—a bundle of hay.- 
What a train ! What regulation ! What a con- - 
course of pre-established harmonies ! What a-, 
concatenation of can.se and «'lTecl ! W'hat a* 


proof of (iod’s existence ! 1 was strangely 

stnick by it, and mightily glad I am to be able 
to add this profane demonstration to the 
reasons furnished by thc'ology, which are, 
however, amply sufliciciit.” 

'* Abbe,” said Catherine, ” the only weak 
point in your story is that the girl had a 
meagre bosom. A woman withv>ut breasts 
is like a bed without ])ill()ws. But don't you 
know, d’Ancjuctil, what we might do ? ” 

” Yes,” said he, " play a game of ombre, 
which is played by three.” 

“ If you will,” slu^ said. “ But, dear, 
have the pipes brought in. Nothing is- 
pleasanter than to smoke a pij)e of tobacco si 


when drinking wine.” ■ 

A lackey brought the cards and pipes,w 
which wc lit. Soon the room was full of dense| 
smoke, wherein our host and the Abb^t 
Coignard played gravely at jfiquct. 

Luck followed my dear tutor up to th^ 
moment when M. d’Anquetil, fancying 
saw him for the third time score fifty-fiyi^ 
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2^hra he had only made forty points^ called 
fbim a Greeks a villainous trickster, a Knight 
|bf Transylvania, and threw a bottle at his head, 
j^^hich broke on the table, flooding it with 
?^ivine. 


“ Well, sir,” said the abbe, ” you’ll have to 
jtake the trouble to open another bottle : 
:we are thirsty.” 

“ Witli pleasure,” replied M. d’Anquetil. 
-:“But, abb6, know that a gentleman docs not ' 
mark points he has not made, and docs not 
cheat at cards (.*xcc:pt at the king's card- 
table, round which all sorts of people arc 
assembled, to whom one owes nothing. On 
any other table it is a vile action. Abbe, 
say, do you want to b«'. looked on as an 
adventurer ? ” 


” It is remarkable,” said my good tutor, 
“ that you blame at cards or dice a ijractice 
. so much commended in the art of war, politics 
^and trade ; in each of these j)coplc glorify 
.themselv'es by correcting the injuries of 
j fortune. It is not that I do not picpie myself 


■ On honesty when jflaving at cards. Thank ‘ 
I always play' straight, and you must 
^^ve ^becn dreaming, sir, when you fancied 
had marked ]ioints I did not make. Had it 
me^n otherwise, I would appeal to the example 
Kiven by the ble.sscd Bisliop of Geneva, who 
not scruple to ch(?at at cards. But I 
m^not defend myself against the reflection 
^lat at play men are much more sc'iisitive 
in serious business, and that they employ 
gpie whole of their probity at the backgammon 
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boards where it incommodes them but. iifcS 
differently, wherreas they put it entirely in th^ 
background in a battle or a treaty of peace 
where it would be troublesome. Polyaenus, sir^ 
has written, in the Greek language a book o^ 
Stratagcims, wherein is shown to what excess^ 
deceit is pushed by the great liiaders.” '/ 

“Abbe/' said M. d’Anqiu^til, “1 have noik 
read 5 'our PoJyamus, find do not think I ever, 
shall R!ad him. lint, like every true? 
gentleman, I nave been to tJu* wars. I have 
served the king for eighte(*n months. It is 
the noblest of all professions. I’ll tell you 
exactly what war is. I ma\' I ell the secret of 
it, as nobody is [m.sent to listen but yourself, 
some bottles, yonder gentleman whom I 
intend to kill very shr>rtly, and that girl, who 
begins to undress hci.-elf.” 

“ Yes,” said Catherine, “ I undress, and \vill 
keep only my chemise on, because I feel too. 
hot." ■ 

“Well then,” M. d'Anquctil continued^ 
“ whatever may be pniited of it in the gazettes,' 
war consists, above all things, of stealing 
the pigs and chickens of ])easants. Soldierff 
in the li(‘ld h.dve no other occupation.” ^ 

“ You are right,” said M. Coignard, “ and^^jul 
days of yore it was the saying in Gaul that'tM 
soldiciV best friend was Madame Maraudih^ 
But I beg of you not to kill my pupil, Jacqw 
Toumebrochc.” 

“ Abb6,” replied M. d’Anquctil, “ hono^ 
compels me to do it.” 

“ Ouf I ” exclaimed Catherine, arrahi 
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& the lace, of her chemise on her bosom. 
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“ Now 

f j feel easier.'* 

my kind-hearted tutor went on : 

1^; “ Sir, Jacques Tourncbroche is very useful 
mo.me for the translation, I have undertaken, 
;,^f Zosimus the Panopolitan. I would give 
^ou many thanks not to tight him before 
^he finishing touch has been given to that 
^f j^and work.” 

“To the deuce with your Zosim^vs/* said 
;-M. d’Anquetil. “ To tlic deuce with him! 
I Do you hear, abbe! 1*11 send him to the deuce, 
■'as a king would do with his first mistress.*’ 

.. And he sang : 

“ I’liiir ilrossor uii jcuiio courricr 
Ml raifonnir siir IViricr 
II liiL falliiii lino I'fiutiiVc 


l.aiiv Jan lairc.’’ 


t-.: 

i; ■■ ■ 


What’s that Zosimus ? ” 

C- “ Zosimus, sir, Zosimus of Panopolis, was 
>a learned (ireck, who nourished at Alexandria 
-in the third ('(mtury of the Christian era, 
/ an3 wrote treatises on the si)agyric art.” 

I ? “ Do you fancy it matters to me ? Why 
|do you {ranslate it ? 

nations le for qnand il cst chand 
on faisani soiiiior haut 
Ixi nnni dc snltaii prcmi^rc 
Lairo Ian lairc. 

Sir,** .said my clear tutor, “ I quitch agree 
"jiftfh you ; there is no practical utility in it, 
by it the course of the world will not 
^/changed in the slightest. But making 
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clearer by annotations and comments' tlu§^ 
treatise^ which that Greek compiled for hi^'' 
sister Theosebia- ” 




Catherine interrupted him by singing in ^ 
high-pitched voice : 


Jc veux cn ddpit des jaloux 
Qu'on fasRC due mon epoux 
Lasse de Ic voir secretaire 
Lairc Ian lairc.'^ 

■ J 

And my tutor continued : Vi 

“ —I contribute to the treasure of know-i- 
ledge gathered b}' cTudite men, and bring 
forward one stone of niy own for a monument 
to true history, which is a bi tter one than the': 
chronicles of wars and treaties ; for, sir, the'! 
nobility of man-” 

Catherine continued to sing : ^ 


■" Jc sais l)ien iju'on rnunnurera ;• 

Que Paris nous chan.sonu?ra '' 

Muis tant |)is-pour Lc sot vulgaire ' 

Loire Ian lairc.’’ P 


And my dear tutor went on ; ■' 

“ —^is thovight. And concerning that, it; 
is not indifferent to know what idea th^S 
Egyptians had formed of the nature of meta^ 
and the qualities of the primitive substand^^ 
The Abbe Jdromc Coignard, having cdip^ 
to the end of his discourse, emptied a bi& 
glass of wine, while Catherine sang again 


Par r6jp6c on par lc lourreau 
Dcvenir due cst toujours beau 
11 n’importc la manifere 
l..airc Ian laire/' 


If 
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5^'*“ Abb^/’ said M. d'Anquetil, "you do not 
i^nk^ and in spite of such abstinence you 
jilDSe your reason. In Italy, during the War 
fbf Succession, I was under the orders of a 
brigadier who translated Polybius. But he ' 
^wais an idiot. Why translate Zosiinus ? ” 

“ If you want my true reason," replied 
■ine abbe, " because I find some sensuality 
in it." 

f " That’s something like ! ” protested M. ■ 
^d'Anquetil. “ But in what cdii M. Tourne- 
broche, who at lliis moment is caressing my 
Imistress, assist you ? " 

" With the knowledge of (rreek I have 
given him." 

M. d’Aiiquetil turned round to me and 
said : 

" What, sir, you know Greek ! You are not 
:,then a gentleman ? ” 

if " No, sir," I replied, “ I am not. My 
-father is the banner-bearer of the Guild of 
Parisian Cooks." 

" Well, under such conditions it is im- 
itl^ossible for me to kill you. Kindly accept 
my excuses. But, abbe, you don’t drink, 
^ou imposed upon me. I believed you to 
ti real good tippler, and wished you to 
^^ome my chaplain as soon as I could set 
my omi establishment." 

^Ilbwever, M. Coignard did drink all that 
gue bottle contained, and Catherine, inclining 
™^ me, whispered in my ear : 

Jacques, I feel that I shall never love 
Sftypne but you." 
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These words spoken^ by a really fine womlj 
clad ill no other wrapper than a chemi^ 
troubled nio to the extreme. Catherine endei 
by fiuldling me entirely, by making me dzin!^ 
out of her own glass, an "action passing uEt-J 
observed in the confusion of a supper whic| 
had overheated the heads of us all. 

M. d*AnquctiJ knocked olT the neck of . 
bottle on the corner of the table and filled,- 
our burn} Id's ; from this mojnent on, I cannott 
give a reliable account of what was said and: 
done around mo. One incident 1 remember:^ 
Catherine treacherously emptying her glass" 
into her lover's neck, betwi-eii the nape andV 
the collar of his coat ; ami M. d'Anquetifi 
retorting by pouring the contents of two or' 
thn.'e bottles over tlie girl. Wearing nothing 
bey'ond her chemise, it changed Catheririifi|| 
into a kind of mythological figure of .'ag 
humid .species like, nymphs and naiads. Shibi 
cried herself into a rage and twisted in coh.^ 
vulsions. . ^ 

At that very inf)incnt, in the silence of tfift 
night, we heanl knocks at tlu? house doori^ 
We became suddenly motionless and dunib^ 
like people bewitched. . ^ 

The knocks soon redoubled in strength V 
frequency. M. d'Anciuetil was the first:* 
break the silence by questioning himself alot^ 
swearing horribly the while, who the deuce*; 
pestcrers could be. My good tutor, to whid 
the most ordinary circumstances often inspiij' 
admirable maxitiLs, rose and said with mxc^ 
and gravity : 
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“'What does it matter whose hand knocks 
Up violently at closed doors for a vulgar, 
^rhaps ridiculous, reason ? Do not let us 
leek to know, and consider them as knocking . 
the door of our hardened and corrupted 
^^puls. At each knock let us say to ourselves; 
I^This one is to give us notice to amend and 
^think on the salvation we neglect in the 
ifturnioil of our pleasures, that other one is 
*Jo remind us ot eternity. In tha< way we 


fiShall draw the utmost j}rofit out of an 
-incident which, after all, is as paltry as it is 
^'frivolous.** 

'J “ You’re humorous, abb6,'’ said M. 
id'Anquetil; “to judge by the sturdiness of 
:\fheir knocks, they’ll burst the door open.’* 
And as a fact the knocker resounded like 
5)thunder. 

“ They are robbers,” exclaimed the soaked 
^^^iirl. “ Jesus ! We shall be massacred; it is 
^pur chastisement for having sent away the 
^H^ttle friar. Many times I have told you, M. 
^il'Anquetil, that misfortune comes to houses 
^jom which a Capuchin has been driven.” 

“ Hear the stupid ! ” replied M. d* Anquetil. 
;.jrhat damned monk makes her believe any 
'liBecility he chooses to dish her up. Thieves 
!6uld be more polite, or at least more discreet. 
^S:a.ther think it is the watch.” 

“ The watch! Worse and worse,” said 
.fherine. 

Bah ! ” M. d*Anquetil exclaimed, “ we’ll 
them.” 

^ dear tutor took the precaution to put 
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one bottle in one of his pockets^ and as im 
equipoise another bottle in the other pocke^ 
The house shook all over from the furious 
knocks. M. d'Anquetil, whose milit 
qualities were aroused by the knocker's"oii^ 
slaught, after reconnoitring, exclaimed : 

“ Ah ! Ah ! Ah! J.)c) you know whc|| 

knocks ? It is M. do la Gueritude with his^ 
full-bottomed periwig and two big flunkeys-/^ 
carrying lighted torches." 

" That's not possible,” said Catherine, “ at| 
this very moment he is in bed with his old-| 


woman. 
€€ 




Tlien it is his ghost," s:»id M. d’AnquetiL'^ 
” And the ghost also wears his periwig, whichJ 
is so ridiculous that any self-nrspecting spectre^ 
would refuse to copy it.” 

" Do you speak the truth, and not jeer ai| 
me ? " asked CatlKiiinc. " Is it really M. d^p;*' 
la Gii6ritude ? " 

" It's himself, Catherine, if I may believe^'? 
my owm eyes." ' 

" Then I am lost! " c^xclaimed the popjiJ3 
girl. " Women are indeed unhappy ! They|j 
are never left in peace. What will beconns^* 
of me ? Would you not hide, gentlemen^ 
some of the cupboards ? ” 

"That could be done,” said M. J6rdr 
Coignard, "as far as we arc concerned, 
how arc we to hide all those empty bot' 
mostly smashed, or at least broken neck^ 
the remains of that demijohn M. d'Anqui^ 
threw at me; that tablecloth ; those 
candelabra and mademoiselle’s chemise, w];^ 
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its soaked state is nothing but a transparent 
:yeil encircling her beauty ? ” 

V'f “ It is true/* said Catherine, “ yonder idiot 
ihas drenched my chemise, and I am catching 
;.cold. But listen. Perhaps M. d’Anquetil 
'Could hide in the top room, and I would make 
•the abb6 my uncle and Jaa]ues my brother.” 

” No good at all/* said M. d*Ancjuetil. 1*11 
go myself and kindly ask M. de la Gudritude 
to have supper with us.** 

We urged him, all of us—my tutor, 
Catherine and 1—to keep quiet; we entreated 
him, hung on his neck. It wa.s useless. He 
got hold of a candelabra and descended the 
stairs. Trembling wc followed him. He un¬ 
locked the door. M. dc la Gucritude was 
.'there, exactly as M. d*Anquetil had described 
him, with his periwig, between two flunkeys 
bearing torches. M. d*Anquetil saluted with 
the utmost correctness and said ; 

“ Accord us the favour to come in, sir. 
You* 11 find some persons as amiable as singular. 
.Toumebroclic, to whom Mam*sellc Catherine 
;&rows kisses from the window, and a priest 
ifWho believes in God.” 

Wherewith he bowed respectfully. 

I de la Gucritude was of the dry sort, 
gyery tall, and little inclined to the enjoyment 
j6f a joke. That of M. d*Anquetil provoked 
strongly, and his anger rose w'hen he saw 
iifly good tutor, one bottle in hand and two 
l^eeping out of his pockets, and by the look 
Catherine with her wet chemise sticking to* 
pier body. 
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“ Young man,” he said in an icy fit 6§ 
passion to M. d'Anquetil, ” I have the honot^ 
to know your father, of whom I will inquifi^ 
not later than lo-niorrow, the name of the^ 
town to which the king shall send you tps 
meditate over the shame of your behaviour? 
and impertinence. That worthy nobleman,- 
to whom I have lent some' moiu'-y I do not 
reclaim, can refuse me nothing. And our well-^ 
beloved Prince, who is in jjii'cisely the same 
position as your father, has always a kindness 
for me. Consider it a matter ilone, I have. 


settled, thank (jod, others mi)re difficult. 
Now as to that lady yondi.*r, of whom neither 
repentance' nor improv(*ment can be expected. 
1*11 say to-morrow, before noon, two words 
to the Lieutenant of I’olice, whom T know to- 
be well dispo.sed, to send ht'r to the spittel.- 
I have nothing else to say tt» ycni. This house 
is my property, I have paid for it and I intend 
to enter when 1 like/’ Then, turning to his 
flunkeys, anti pointing out, my tutor and 
myself, with his walking stick, he said : 

” Throw these two drunkards out.” ' j 

M. Jt'ir6me Coignard was commonly of 
exemplary forbearance, and he usi^d to saj 
that he owed his gentleness to the vicissitude! 
of life ; chance having tr(?atcd him as thg 
sea treats the pebbles—that i.s, polishing thent 
by means of the rolling of flood and ebb. 
could easily stand insults, as much by Christira 
spirit as by philosophy. But wdiat helped tij^ 
best thereto was his deep-rooted contempt 
of mankind, not excepting himself. 





')br once he lost all measure and forgot all 
prudence. 

jlJ'^Hold your tongue, vile publican,” he 
shouted and brandishetl a bottle like a crow-¬ 
bar. “ If yonder rascals dare to approach 
,me I'll smash tlu.*ir heads, to teach them 
respect for iny cloth, which proves in an 
Sample way my sacred calling.” 

In the faint gliiunier of the torches, shiny 
'.from sweat, his eyes starting ont of their 
sockets, his coat unbuttoned, and his big 
belly half out of his breeches, he looked a 
fellow not easy to be got rid of. The lackeys 
hesitated. 


■ “Out with him,out with him,” shouted M. de 
. laGu6ritu(le; “out with tliisbag of wine! (?an*t 
you sec that all you have to do is tr) jiiish him 
in the gutter, where heMl remain till the 
• scavengeI's throw him into the dustcart ? 
T would throw him out myself were I not afraid 
to polluti' my clothes.” 

My good tutor flew into a passion, and 
;shouted in a voice worthy to sound in a 


'^hurch : 

^ “ You odious moiK^y-inongcr, infamous 

E rtisan, barbarous evildoer, you pretend 
is house to be yours ? So that everyone 
ay know it belongs to you, inscribe on the 
ior the gospel word Accldema^ which in our 
aguage moans Bloodmoney. Ami then 
5*11 let the master enter his dwelling. Thief, 
jbber, murderer, write with the piece of 
larcoal I throw in your face, write with your 
filthy hand, on the floor, your title deed. 


■■ 



Bloodmoney of the widow and orphans, bloodri; 
money of the just. Aceldema. If not, out with^ 
you, man of quantities ! We’ll remain.*' ’ 

M. do. la Gudritude had never in his life? 
heard anything of this sort, and thought hej 
had to deal with a madman, as one might: 
easily suppose, and, more for defence than'; 
attack, he raised his big stick. My good tutor,"' 
out of his senses, threw a bottle at the head- 
of the contractor, who fell headlong on the. 
floor, howling, “He has killed me!" And 
as he was swimming in red wine he really 
looked as though murdered. Both the 
flunkeys wanted to throw th.omselves on the 
murderer, and one of them, a burly fellow, ^ 
tried to grasp him, when M. Coignard gave the 
fellow' such a butt that he rolled in the stream 
beside the financier. 

Unluckily he rose quickly, and, arming, 
himself with a still burning torch, jumped 
into the passage, where bad luck aw'aited him. 
My good master was no longer there ; he had:- 
taken to his heels. But M. d’Ancjuetil was- 
still there with Catherine, and he it was who^ 
received the burning torch on his forehead^^ 
an outrage he could not stand. He drew hiSji 
sword, and drove it to the hilt in the unlucfeji^ 
knave’s stomach, teaching him, at his owili 
expense, how fatal it may be to attack .ft* 
gentleman. Now M. Coignard had not 
twenty yards away from the house when th^ 
other lackey, a tall fellow, with the limbs 
a daddy-longlegs, ran after him, shouting 
the guard. 
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■ “Stop him! Stop him!” The footman 
^.-ran faster than the abbe, and we could see him/ 
pat the comer of the Rue Saint Guillaume, ex- 

■ tending his arms to catch M. Coignard by the 
; collar of his gown. But my dear tutor, who 

■ had more than one. trick, veering abruptly, 
■got behind the fellow, tripped him up, and 
sent him on to a stone post, where he got 
his head broken. It was done before M. 



d'Anquetil and I, running to the abb6's assist¬ 
ance, could reach him. We could not leave 
M. Coignard in this pressing danger. 

“ Abb6,” said M. d’AiKinetil, ” give me your 
hand. You’re a gallant man.” 

” I really cannot help thinking,” my good 
' master replied, " that I have been somewhat 
. murderously inclined; but I am not cruel 
enough to be proud of it. I am quite satisfied 
so long as I am not reproached too vehemently. 
Such violence does not lie in my habits, and 
as you can see, sir, I am better fitted to lecture 
from the chair of a college on belles-lettres 
than I am to fight with lackeys at the corner of 
r,a street.” 

' “ Oh 1 ” replied M. d’Anquctil, “ that’s not 
\ the worst of the whole business. I fully 
I fielieve you have knocked the Farmer-general 
H on the head.” 


% . “ Is it true ? ” questioned the abbe. 

I “ As true as that I have perforated with my 
|:.si)vord yonder scoundrel’s tripes.” 

“Under such circumstances we ought to 
pardon of God, to whom alone we are 
^responsible for the blood shed by us, and 
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secondly to hasten to the nearest founiam;^| 
there to wash ourselves, because I perceive^^ 
that my nose is bleeding.” ■ 

“ Right you are, abbe,” said M. d’Anquetil j ^ 
” for tiic blackguard now dying in the gutter:* 
has cut my forehead. What an i inpertinence! ’* 

“ horgivc him,” said the abbe, “ as you wish.^ 
to be forgiven yourself.” 

At the place where the Rue de Bac loses' 
itself in the fi^^lds, we fortunately found along 
the wall t)f a hospital a little bronze Triton, 
shooting a spirt of water into a stone tub. 


Wc stopped to wash and drink, for our 
throats were dry. 

” What have wc done,” said my master, 
and how could I have lost my temper, usually .' 
so peaceable ? 'I'nie men must not be judged 
by their de.(?ds, which depend on circumstances, 
but rather, on the example of God our Father, 
by their secret thoughts and deepest in¬ 
tentions.” 


And Catherine,” I asked, “ what has 
become of her through this horrible ad¬ 
venture ? ” 

“ I left her,” was M. d’Anquetil’s answer-? 
” breathing into the mouth of her financier, tO; 
revive him. But she had better save her breath.i 
I know La Gu(*ritude. He is pitiless. 
send her to the sjuttcl, perhaps to Amexica^r' 
I am sorry for her. She was a fine girl. I di^lj 
not love her, but she was mad after me. And^ 
an extraordinary state of things, I am nii^ 
without a mistress.” ^ 

Don't bother,” said my good tui<^ 
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y*. You'll soon find another, not different, or 
^hardly differing in essentials, from her. ‘ 
i^hat you look for in a woman, as it appears 
j-’to me, is common to all finnalcs.” 

. *' It is clear,” said ^M. d*Aiiqiielil, “that we 
" are in danger : I of being s(*nt to the Bastille, 


.^ou, abbe, together with your pupil, 
fTournebrache, who certainly has not killed 
^'anybody, of bc'ing hanged.” 
r “ That’s but too true,” said my good 
. master. “ We have to Iook t>ut tor safety. 

; Perhaps il will be necessary to lea\c Paris, 
where, no doubt, we shall b(‘. wanted ; and oven 
to fly to Holland. Alas ! I foresee that there 
I shall write lampoons for ballet girls with 
3 :that same hand which has be(*n employed to 
annotate right am])ly th<? alchemistic treatLses 
; of Zosimus ihe J’anopolitan.” 

“ Listen to me, abbe,” said M. d’Anquetil, 

. “I have, a friend who will hide us at his 
country scat for any length of time. He lives 
. within four miles of Lyons, in a country horrid 
•'.and wild, where notliing is to be seen but 
/poplars, grass and woods. There we must go. 
/There \ve.*ll wait till the storm is over. \Ve*ll 
,pass th.e time hunting and shooting. But we 
:lbust at once find a post-chaise or, better still, 
";a travelling coach.” 

“ I know where to get that,” said the abbe. 
§? At the Red Horse hotel, at the C?ircus of the 
^ergi^res, you enn have good huises, as well 
j^'^l sorts of vehicles. 1 made the acqiiaint- 
of the landlord at the time I was secre- 
to Madame de Saint Ernest. He liked 
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to oblige people of quality.* I am not 
sure if he is still alive, but he ought to have a 
son like himself. Have you money ? ” 

" I have with me a rather large sum/'.S 
replied M. d’Anquctil, “and lam glad of-it,-is 
as I cannot dream of going home, where the 
constables will not fail to be on the lookout 
to arrest and conduct me to the Chatelet. iS 
forgot my servants, whom I left in Catherine’s V 
house, and T do not know what has become of 
them. I thrashed them, and never paid their.- 
wages, and withal I am not sure of their 
fidelity. In whom can you have confidence ? 
Let’s be off at once for tin- Circus of the . 
Berg6res.“ 

“ Sir,” said the abb6, “ I’ll make you a pro- ■ 
posal, hoping it may b(; agreeable to you. We ; 
are living, Tourncbrochc and I, in an ■*: 
alchcmistic and ramshackle castle at the Cross - 
of tlie Sablons, where we can easily stay for a ! 
dozen hours without being secjn by anyone. 
There we will take yon and wait quietly till ' 
our carriage is ready Thi? advantage, is that'^ 
the Sablons is veiy near the Circus of the*? 
Bergeres.” 

M. d’Anquetil had nothing against the.i| 
abb6’s proposal, and so we resolved in front'l 
of the Triton, who blew the water out of his^ 
fat cheeks, to go first to the Cross of tb^lS 
Sablons, and to hire, later on, at the RedHorsi^ 
hotel, a travelling coach for our journey, t^ 
Lyons. 

“ I want to inform you, gentlemen,” saiq 
my dear tutor, “ that of the three bottles; I 
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^fbok’ care to carry with me, one was broken 
..on -the head of M. dc la Gu^ritude, another one 
^was smashed in my pocket during my flight. 
*They are both regretted. The third, against 
(all hope, has been preserved. Here it is ! ” 
Pulling it out of his pocket, he placed it on 
: the edge of the fountain. 

That’s well,” said M. d'Anquetil. “ You 
. have some wine, I have dice and cards in my 
'ipocket. We can play.” 

“ It is true,” said my good master, ** that is 
Ja pleasant pastime. A pack of cards is a 
■‘bookof adventure, of the kind called romances. 

• It is so far superior to other books of a similar 
kind that it can be made and read at the 
same time, and that it is not necessary to 
have brains to make it, nor knowledge of 
.^'reading to read it. It is a marvellous work, 
l^'also, in that it offers a regular and new sense 
■every time its i)ages are shuffled. It is a con¬ 
trivance never to be too much admired, because 
■ but of mathematical principles it extracts 
{-thousands on thousands of curious combina- 
;*rions, and so many singular aflinities that it is 
iiTOUeved, contrary to all truth, that in it are 
rdiscoverablc the secrets of hearts, the mystery 
»f» destinies and the arcanum of the future. 
gWhat I have said is particularly applicable to 
^^he tarot of tlu^ Bohemians, which is the finest 
if all games, piquet not excepted. The in- 
imtion of cards must be ascribed to the 
bcicnts, and as far as I am concerned—I have, 
speak candidly, no kind of documentary 
Vidence for my assertion—^I believe them to 
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be of Chaldean origin. But in their present-^ 

appcaitiiico the piquet cards cannot be traced-^1 

further back than to King Charles VII.,if what;/ 

is said in a learned essay, that I roinember t0;:| 

have read at Se(?z, is true, that the queen of^ij' 

hearts is an emblematical liki’iiess of the =? 

beautiful Agnes Sore!, and that the queen of 

spades \ uikU.t the name of Pallas, no other- '; 

than that Jeanne Diilys, better known as ■ 

Joan of Ai who by her bravery re-established 

the business of the French inonarchv and was^^ 

•« 


afterwards boiled to death by the I'higlish, in 
a cauldron, shown hn'two farthings at Rouen, -.; 
where 1 haw seen it in ])as>'ng through that ’ 
city. Certain historians preleiul that she was." 
burnt alive at the stake. It is to b(^ read in the 
works of Nicole (iilJ'.'s and in Past}uicr that; 
St Catherine and St Margaret appeared to heri^j 
Certainly it was not (rod who sent these saints'll 
to luT, because* there is no person of any.-.; 
learning and solid pi*‘lv who does not know ': 
that Margaret and ('atherill(^ were invented; 
by Byzantine monks, whose abundaiit and.'- 
barbarous imaginations have altogether^ 
mudillfid up the martyrology. It is a ridiculou^ 
impiety to pretend that (iotl made two saint^ 
who iio’-er c'xi.dod apjiear to Jeanne Dulys^g 
However, the ancient chroniclers were no]^ 
afraid to ])Liblish it. Why have they not saii^J 
that God sent to th(: Maid <»f Orleans the fail 
Yseult, Mcilusini'., Berthe the Bigfooted, ari^ 
all the other heroines of the romances. gj| 
chivalry the existence of whom is not mo: 
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Margaret ? M. de Valois, in the last 
;i:entury, rose with full icason against these 
■^dunisy fables, as iiiuch opposed to religion 


r'as error is to truth. It is desirable that an 


fecclesiastic learned in history undertook to 
'Show the distinction b('tween real .saints and 


j^nts such as Margaret, Luce or Lucie, 
Eustache, and perhaps Saint (ieorge, about 
" whom 1 have niy doubts. 

“ If on a future day I should be able to' 
.retire to some beautiful abbey, ])ossessing a 
rich library, I will devote <0 this task the re¬ 
mainder of a life, hall worn out in frightful 
tempests an<l fiv(]iu*iit shipwrecks. 1 am 
longing for a liarbour of refuge., and I have the 

■ desire and the ta.'-te for a chaste repose suitable 

■ to my age and profession.'* 

While M. Coignard was holding this 
.‘.memorable, discourse, M. d’Aiiqiielil, without 
.'listening to the abbe’s words, was seated on the 
. edge of the fountain, shullling the cards and 
■^swearing like a lroo[)(.'r, because it was too 
-dark to play a game of piquet. 


.4 “You arc right,” said my good master; 

it is a bad light, and I am somewhat dis- 
j^-pleased over it, less because I cannot play 
^atds than because I have a di'sire to 
j^ead a few ])ag(‘s of the ‘ Consolations ' of 
l^oethius, of which 1 always carry a small 
^Hltion, so as to have it handy when some- 
BUng mifortunale ovc'rcomcs me, as has been 
case this day. It is a cruel disgrace, sir, 
S^'r a man of my calling to be a homicide, and 
l^ide at any moment to be locked up in one of 
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the ecclesiastical prisons. I feci that a single^l 
page of that admirable book would strengtheri^j 
mv hoai t, crushed by the very idea of the Si 
officer/* ^ 


na\ing spoken, he lot hinisolf gently slider; 
over tho edge of the busin, and so deep that^ 
tIk* bt‘st pari of his boily wont into tho water. J 
But not taking tho slightest notice, aiul hardly 
feeling it, lu; took the !k»elliiiis out of his ; 
pocket-it was really there--and putting/ 
his spertacies on, wherein om* glass only re--, 
niained, and that one cracked in three places, 
he lookt'd in the littli- borik lor the page most; 
appro])ria1e for his pre.-'-nt situation. He., 
donbtlc'ss would have found it, and extracted 
from it new strength, if tlie rotten slate of his! 
barnacles, tin* ti-ars that came into his eyes, - 
aiul tin; feeble ligh^^ which came from the sky^'^ 
had fiermitted him to searcii lor it. Very' 
so(»n he had Ici c.onfess that he was unable - 


to see a wink, and became angrv with the., 
moon, who showed lu'r pointed sickle on the ' 
edgt‘ tjf a cloud. He reproach(‘d her and.- 
heaped bitter invec.tivi's on her. He:' 
shouted : 4 

Luminary ijbscene, mischievous and libM^ 
dinous, yon in ver tire of illuminating men'^ 
wickedness, and you deny a ray of yoiit^ 
light to him who searches for virtuou^ 
maxims!” 

“ The niori* so, abbe, as this bitch of a mob]^ 
gives just light enough to find our way aloxi|l 
the streets, and not sufficient to play a ganw 
of piquet. Let's go at once to the castle 
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;^.;spoke of, and where I have to slip in without 
V.being seen.” 

- That was good advice, and after we had 
(drunk the wine to the last drop wo took the 
'■road, all thre(^ of us, to the Cross of the Sablons. 

■ i walked with M. d’Ainpic.dil. My good tutor, 

■ hindered by the water liis breeches liad soaked 
in, follow*‘d us, crying, moaning and disgusted. 
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Our AVc sillAl. d'Anqiiclil in—M. d'Aslerac-v 

on Jc-ali.'iisy—M. Jcr6me (Viigiiiird in Trouble—What..' 
luippeiied \vlule I was in lUe Laboratory—Jahel '> 

persuaded ' o elope ■ 

' % 

The morning light already piickrd our jaded ;■ 
eyes when we reached tlie grcim door to the " 
park. We had not to use the knocker, as 
some time ago Uie porter had given us the keys ; 
of his domain. It was agrec.-d that my good'.! 
tutor, with d*Anqii('til, should cautiously-., 
advance in the shadow of the Jane, and that I ■}. 
should remain behind on the lookout for t^eJ 
faithful Criton, and the kitchen boys ’^t) I 
might perhaps see us coming along. This;^ 
arrangement, whicli was notliing but reason-;,' 
able, was to turn out rather badly for< 
me. My two comjjauioiiL had gone up > 
without being discovered, and reached my.^ 
room, where we had decided to hide MA* 
d’Anquetil until tliu moment of escape in th^ 
post-chaise^ but as I was climbing the secolijl^ 
flight of steps I mot M. d'Asterac, in a re^ 
damask gown, carrying a silver candlesticl^ 
He put, as he habitually did, his hand on 
shoulder. . 

“ Hello I my son,'* he said, “ are you ndW 
veiy happy, having broken off all intercoui:^^ 
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ft*/. . • 

'^with w6i|ien, and by that escaped all dangers 
.-'of bad ci>mpany ? With the august maidens 
the air you need not be in fear of quarrels, 

- ^cuffles, injurious and violent rows which ‘ 
^’ usually occur with croalurcs following a loose 

life. In your solitude, which delights the 
. fairies, yon enjoy a delicious j)eace.” 

I thought at Just that ho mocked me. 
But I soon found out that nothing was further 
from his thoiiglits. 

“ I am pleaseil to havi' met you, my son,” 
he contiinied, and will thank you to come 
with JiK; to iny studio for a moment.” 

I folIow(*d him. He unlocked, with a key 
nearlv an ell long, that confounded room 
'where 1 had seeJi the glare of infernal lires. 
When we wiTe inside the laboratory he asked 
me to kindly make uj) the smouldering fire. 
I threw some short logs into the furnace, 

. where I rloii’t know what was steaming, 
.exhaling a suffocating odour. While he was 
■ occupied with his black cookery, cupellating 
and niatrassiiig, I remained seated on a 

- settle, and, against my will, closed my eyes. 
i\He made me ri’open tht'in to admire a green 
^;earthemvar(? vessel, witli a glass top, which 
j/dife had ill his hand. 

:|[r You ought to know, my son,” he said, 
that this subliming ]iot is called aludtd. It 
j^^htains a liquid to be looked at with the 
^greatest attention, as it is nothing less than 
|sthe mercury of the philosophers. Do not 
^'suppose that it is to keep its present dark 
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colour for ever. Soon it will change to whitejj| 
and in that state will change all metals into^i 
silver. Hereafter, by my art and industryi^f 
it will till 11 red, and acejuin* tlie virtue ofi 
transmuting silver into gold. It certainly.'-; 
would b(,‘ of advantagi: to you that, shut in ’ 
this laboratory, you slioukl not leave it before,: 
tJiesi‘ sublime operati(ms have fully taken, 
place, a process which cannot require more, 
than two or lhrei> months. But as to ask you■ 
to do so would ])(Thaps be imposing too hard 
a restriction on your youth, Ix! satisfied, for 
this time, to observe the ])reluiles of the work, 
while putting, if you pleasi*, as much wood on 
the fire as possible.*' 

Ha\ing said that he returned to his phials 
and retorts, and I could not help thinking of 
the sad jjosition wh-.Teiii ill-luck and im¬ 


prudence had placed me. 

“ Alas ! ’* I said to myself, and threw logs, 
into the fire, “ at this very iiioment the\ 
constables an* searching for my good tutor and. 
myself ; perhaps we shall luiv'c. to go to prisony 
certainly we have to leave this castle. 1 have 
in default of money, at least board and aii^; 
honourable j^osition. T sJiall never again.' 
dare to stand bf.'fore M. (l*Aslerac, who belieye^" 
me to have passed the night in the silenib 
volui)tuousness of magic, wliicli j)erha|>s woul(£, 
have been better for me. Alas ! I'll neveir? 


more see Mosaide’s niece. Mademoiselle Jahe^ 
who at night-time woke me in niy rooin 
such a charming way. No doubt she wiB 
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forget m3. Perhaps she'll love someone else, 

and besl|ow on him the same caresses as she 
'gave to Inc.” The idea of such an infidelity 
became |inbcarable. Hul as the world goes,, 
one has to be ready for evcTything. 

“ My son,” M. irAsterac began to say 
again, ” you do not sidhcieiitly feed the 
athanor. I see that you are still not fully 
convinced of the excidlene.y of lire, which is 
capable of ripening this inerenrv trans¬ 
forming it into the. won(K*rfiil finit I (expect 
to gather vt-ry soon. Mon* wood ! The lire, 
my son, is the superior element ; f luivt? told 
you enough, and now Til show you an example. 
On a very cold day last winter, visiting 
Mosaicle in his loilg(% 1 foujid liim sitting, his 
feet on a wanning paji. 1 observed that the 
subtle particles of lire esca])ing from the pan 
had power enough to iutlate and lift up the 
folds of his gown, wherefrom I inferred, that 
had the tire been hotter, it would have raised 
Mosaule himself into the air, of which he is 
certainly worthy, and that, if it should be 
■ possibli* to close into some kind of a vessel 
a very large quantity of such fire particles, 

. it would be possible to sail on the clouds as 
easily as we sail on the sea, and to visit the 
= Salamanders in their aerial abodes, a probJ(‘in 
I shall keep in mind. I do not despair of 
;■ constructing such a fin\sliip. But let us go 
y back to our work of putting wood on the lire.” 
V He kept me for some time in the glow of 
3:the laboratory whence I wanti*d to escape 
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quickly as possible, to join Jah^, whom 1 
s anxious to inform of mv misfoij-iune. 




“ but the sky is soinewhal cloudy. Would3 
it pk-.tso you to for a walk in the j^ark with‘iS 
nic before ri’.turnin" to llir translation of;; 
Zosinuis tlic I\'inopolitan, whu'li will be a-.;; 
great honour you and y«)ur tutor if you'^ 
linish it as you haw b(^gun.” *■ 

With much regret I ff)llowed luiu into the . 
park, where he said to me' : 

“ 1 am not sorr\', nn- son, U- be .alone with 
y(Hi, to warn you, as it is high lime to do, 
against a great danger by which you may be - 
thn'atenocl one* day ; I. reproach myself not toll 
have thought of warning you be ffn’o, as what ■ 
I shall communicate to you is of the utmost 
consequence*.” 

And speaking in this way, he led me through 
the grand avenue which leads clown to the ) 
marshc's of the Seine, whcmcc* Rueil is to be I 
seen and Mount Valerien with its calvary. ; 
It was his usual walk. 'Fhe alley was practic--;i 
able in spite of somc^ dead trees which had;;! 
fallen across it. • 

*' It is important foi- you to know to whajj^ 
you expose yonrs(‘lf by betraying your Saldr^ 
mander. I do not want to interrcjgate yotii 
as to what intercourse you have* had with that 
superhuman person I have been fortund.t^ 
enough to make you acquainted with. I dare^ 
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say you :eel somewhat reluctant to discuss it. 
Possibly you deserve to be praised for that. 
^ if the Salamanders hav'e not, in what concerns 
the discjcition of their lovcji's, the same ideas 
that court ladies and traclcswomcn have, 
it is not less true that it is the. special quality 
of beautiful amours to be limit lerablc, and 

■ that it would jn'ofaiie a grand sentiment to 
spicad it abroad. 

“But your Salamander (of which T could 
' easily find the name if I had any idle curiosity) 
has perhaps omitted to givi^ you information 
about one of the most violiuit passions— 
jealousy ; this character is common to them. 
Kno\A well, my sou, Salanuindtu's are not to be 
. betrayed without punishment awaiting you. 

■ Their vengeance on the. jx^rjurer is of the 
crucllist. That divine Paracelsus gives one 
example, which will sullice to insjure in you a 

, salutary fear. 

“ Then* was in the German town of Staufen 
a spagyric jihilosopher who had, like yourself, 
; conncctum witli a Salamander. He was dc- 
v'praved enough to deceive h(*i‘ with a woman, 
!f:Certainly prcity, but not more beautiful than 
woman can be. One evi*ning, having supper 
^’vTith his new mistress in company with .some 
l^iriends, they saw a thigh of marvellous 
|(beauty shining o\'er their heads. 'I'he Sala- 
^xnander exposed it to impress on them all, 
t^^hat she did not deserve the wrong inflicted 
f by her lover ; after that the outraged celestial 
^^ruck down the unfaithful lover with 
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apoplexy. The vulgar, who are m^de to be^ 
deceived, believed his to be a natui^al deathi/^ 
the initiated kn(;w by wliose han«[l he was;:?4 
slain, r owed you this advice, my* son, and-^ 
tl\is example.” 

They were less useful to me than M.;, 
d’Asterae thought. Listening to them I., 
mused on cither subjects of alarm. Without., 
doubt my face must have betrayed the state ■ 
of anxiety I w^sin ; ])ecanso the great cabalist,' 
having looked at me, asked me if I was not 
afraid that .an engagement, guarded by condi¬ 
tions so severe, would be Iroublesome to my 
youth. 

” T am able to reassure yon,” he added. 
“The jealousy of a Salamander is awakened? 
only by rivalry with women, and to speak, 
truly it is more re: entment, indignation," 
disgust, than real jealousy. 'The souls of the 
Salamanders are too noble, t!i<?ii intelligence 
too subtle, lo envy one another, and to give 
W'ay to a suntiment pertaining to the barbarity . 
wherein humanity is <till half i^liuiged. On the 
contrary they di*hght to share with their 


playmates the joys they taste beside a sagej; 
and are pU'asi'd to bring lo their lovers th^. 
most beautiful of tlieir sisters. Very sot)ii;| 
you’ll experience that, as a fact, they pus^^ 
politeness to the point I mentioned, and not ^ 
year, nay not six months, will pass before yout| 
room will be the trysting jjlace, of five or 
daughters of the light, who will untie befor^ 
you their sparkling gir^cs. Do not be afrai^^ 
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my son, lo answer their caresses. Your own 
•fairy lov will not take umbrage. How could 
? she be oltended, w'ise as she is ? And on your 
: side, do jiot get irritated if your Salamander 
. leaves yon for a moment lo visit. another 

■ philosoplicr. Consider that the proud 
jealousy men bring into the union of the sexes 

= is but a savage sentiment, founded on the most 
ridiculous of illusions. It restn on the idea 
' that a woman belongs to you she has 

given herself to you, which is nothing but a 
play on words.'’ 

While making this speech, M. d’Astcrac 
had turned into the lane of the mandrakes, 

■ where we could see Mosaidi^'s cottage, half 
hidden b}' foliage, when suddenly an appalling 
voice burst u])on us and made niy heart beat 
faster—hoarse sounds, accompanied by a 
sharp gnashing, and on getting jiearer the 

■ sounds seenu*(i to be moihilatetl, and each 
■phrase t'lideil in a sort of very fe(;bk: melody, 
which conkl not be listened to without 
shuddering. 

Advancing a few paces we could, by listening 
closely, understand the sense of the strange 
; words, 'i'he voice said : 
y * “ Hear the malediction with which Elisha 
cursed the insolent and mirthful children. 

■ ■ ■ 

J; Listen to the anathema Barak linngon Meros. 
t '*^1 curse thee in the name of Architlniricl, 
.^-who is also calli d the lord of battles, and holds 
&^the naming sword. 1 doom thee to perdition 
|;in the name of Sardaliphonos, who presents 
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to his master the flowers and garland^ of merii^ 
offered by th(^ children of Israel. 

“ Be cursed, liound ! Aiiatlu*ma,c swine ! ”3 

Looking from whence the voice -'ame, we;- 
c ould sec' Mosaide on thi=* threshold of his . 
hcuise, slfiiidiiig erect, his arms raised, his.r. 
hands in the form of fangs, with nails crooked,/ 
appearing inllamed by the Iictv light of the? sun. 

I fis head was co\'crcd with his dirty tiara, and ■ 
he was envcic^pc'd in his gorge^ons gown, show-- 
ing when flying open his meagre bow-lcjgs in . 
ragged brc'eches. He lookc'd like some begging 
magician, immortal, and ver\' old. His eyes' 
glarcxl, and he said : 

“ Be cursed in the name o! all globes, be. 
cursed in tlu* name of all whec'Is, bi' c'ursed in. 
the name of thi^ mysterious beasts Ezekiel] 
saw.” 

Out he stretch(‘d lus long arms, emding in 
claw’s, and continued : V. 

“ In tlu* nanu^ of the globes, in the name? 
of the wheels, in the name of the. mysterious", 
beasts, descend among those who are no ' 
more.” 

We advanced a fc'w paces between the halt . 
grow^i trees to s**e the object over whicl^ 
Mosaide extended his arms and his angfcr^ 
and discovcTc.'d, to our great surprise, 
J6r6nie. ('cngiiard, hanging by a lapel of hi^l 
gown on an evergreen thorn bush. Th^ 
night's disonlcr was visible all over his body^ 
his collar and his shoes torn, his stockinL 
smeared with mud, his shirt open, all remindec^ 
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'.me of ou$ common misadventures, and, worse 
jthan all, ;:he swelling of his nose spoilt entirely 
^he noblcif and smiling expression which never 
left his fcultures. 

I ran up to him and unhooked him so luckily 
off the thorns that only a small piece of his 
^breeches stuck to thcni. Mosaide having had 
his say, re-enlerotl the cottage. As he wore 
only slippers I could observe tliat his li'gs fitted, 
right into the middle of his y.a that the 
heel stuck out behind pretty nearly as much 
as the forefoot in front, a singular deformation, 
rendering his walking uncouth, wliicli otlier- 
wise would have been noble and full of dignity. 

" Jacques TouriK'broclie! uiy dear boy,” 
said my tutor, with a sigh, “ that Jew must be 
Isaac Laquedeni in pi.Tson, so to blaspheme in 
all languages. He vowed me- to ti death near 
and violent with an enoimous abundance of 


metaphors, and he called me a pig in fourteen 
.distinct languages, if 1 counted them correctly. 
I could bcrluive him to be the Antichiist, and he 
does not want some of the signs b}' which that 
jBnemy of (iod is to be recognised. Under any 
c-circumstances he is a dirty Jew, and nev'er 
Jhas the whec’l as a brand of infamy bei*n ex- 
fposed on the vestinents of a worse, or more rabid 
^miscreant. As for himself, he not only de- 
ffierves the wheel formerly attached to the 
^garments of Jews, but also that other wheel on 
|which scoun^els have their bones broken.” 

E; ' And my good master, mightily angry in his 
pum, shook his fist in the direction where 
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Mosaide had disappeared, and accused him of£ 
crucifying children and devouring the flesh of 
new-born babes. ^ 


M. d'Asterac went up lo him aiu^ touched 
his breast with the ruby he usi-d to w'car on his 
finger. 

is useful,” said the great eabalist, “to. 



know the peculiar qualitit‘s of precious stones. 
Rubies so(»the rt'sentincuts, and you'll soon see 
the Abbe Cuignard regain his natural suavity." 

My dear tutor smiled already, less by virtue 
of the stone than by the inilncnce of a 
philosophy which raised this admirable man 
above all human ])assions, for I leel it my duty 
to say, at the very moment my narrative be- 
comesclouded and sad, I hat M. J erdmeCoignard 
has given me e\am]>lrs of wisdom under cir¬ 
cumstances in which it is but nirelv met with. 

^ 1 • 

We inquired the cause of th;* quarrel, but. 
easily understood by the wigin'iiess of hi%- 
embarrassed replies that he did not intend to-: 
satisfy our curiosity. 1 surmised at once that; 
Jahel was mixt‘d up with it in some way, when : 
I heard with the gnashing of Mosaide’s voice 
the grating of locks and bolls, and later on theiy 
noise, in the lodgi*., oi a violent dispute be tweens; 
uncle and niece* Trying again to bring nly? 
tutor to some explanation, he said : 

“ Hate for Christians is dccjdy rooted in cveryO 
Jew's heart,and yonder Mosaide is an execrable^ 
example of it. I fancy I discovered in 
horrible yelpings some partsof tliciiuprccatior^ 
the Amsterdam synagogue vomited in the 
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^^century o!i a little Dutch Jew called Baruch or 
^'Benedict, but better known under the name of 
SSpinoza, Ipr having framed a philosophy which 
^';Sias bccn']ier£i‘ctly refuted, as soon as it was. 
^■brought Ito public knowledge, by c‘xcellent 

■ ‘ theologians. Rut this old Mordecai has added 
v-to it, so it sncMus to iiu-, miiny ami much more 

horrible imprecations, anti I ctmfess to having 
o somewhat resented them. For a moment I 
. thought of esca|ung by (light this t'.rrent of 
■..abuse, when to my dismay I found myself 

■ entangled in yoiitler thorn, and sticking to it 
..by different parts of my clothes and skin so 

fast that I really exju-cled to hav(^ to leave the 
' one or the other beliind me. I should still 
be there, in smarting agony, if Tonrncbroche, 
my dear pupil, had not Ireed me/' 

“ The thorns count for nothing,” said 
M. d'Asterac, “but Fm afraid, Monsieur 
. vrAbbe, that v()ti have trodden on a mandrake.” 

” Mandrakes,” replied the abb< 5 , *' are cer- 
ijvtainly tlu* least of my caries.” 

^ “ You're wrong,” said M. d'Asterac. “ It 

5 ;^suffices to tread on a mandrake' to become 
^involved in a love crime, and perish by it 

iff.''_■___ f* 


•" All! sir,” my dear tutor replied, “ here are 
sorts of dangers, and I become aware that it 
[!Was necessary to be closely shut in betwetMi the 
ra^loqucnt walls of the ‘ Astcracian,* which is 
^he queen of librarii's. For having left it for a 
' ^inoment only, I get the beasts of Kzekiel thrown 
* Lt my head, not to speak of anything else.” 
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Would you kindly give me news oi ZosimusS 
the Paiiopolitan ? inquired M. d’A^erac. '% 
“ He goes on,” replied my mastci ; ” goes 5 
on nicely, though slowly at the niomfluit.” ?; 

“Do not forget, abbe,” said the cabalist,;^ 
‘ that j^ossession of the greatest s(icrets 
attaehed to the knowleilge of those ancient ^ 
texts.” * 

" I think of it, sir, with solicitude,” said the 
abbe. 


M. d*Astcrac, after this assurance, left ug 
standing at the statue oi the faun, who con- 
tiiuu'd to play the Ihile without taking any 
notice of his head, fallen into the grass. He 
disappeared rapidly between the trees, look- ‘ 
ing for Salamanders. 

My tutor linked his arm in inijje with the air 
of one who can at Iasi speak freckly. 

“ Jac(pies Tournebroche, my son, Imust. 
not conceal from you that tins \'ery moniing,* 
in the attics of the castle, a rather peculiar, 
chance m(.*eting lias taken place, while you/ 
were kept in the room ol voiuler mad iire-^^ 
blower. I plainly hearil him ask you to assist ? 
him for a moment in his cf)okip.g, which is 
great deal less savoury and Christian than? 
that of Master lA-onard your father. Alast^ 
when shall I be lucky enough to see again thej 
cooksh(jp of tlu‘ Queen Pccluuqitc and 
bookshop of M. Blai/ot, with the sign of Sain^^ 
Catherine^ where 1 enjoyed niy"»clf so heartil]^ 
thumbing the books newly arrived from Th^ 
Hague and Amsterdam I ” , 
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. Alas ! '* I exclaimed, the tears coming into 
^joiy eyes, “ when shall I return to it again ? 
y^ii^en shall I return to the Rue St Jacques 
'i^gain, where' T was born, and see my clear 
vjparents, wlioMI feel burning shame when they 
piear of our misforlnnes ? Hut do be so good, 
•my dear tutor, as to (;.\i)hiin that strange en- 
coiint(T you said you had lliis very morning, 
and also the* i*vents cif tin; day.” 

'■ M. Jerome ('oignard willingU’ ''or.'ented to 
give me all the enliglileiimenl I wished for. 
He did it in the following words :— 

” Kiujw then, my <lear boy, that I reached 
the upper storey of the castle without hindrance 
in company with M. (rAiniuetil, whom I like 

■ well enough, althcjngh rndt; and uncultured. 
His mind is pos.s^■^.sed neitlu'r of lin*' knowledge 

;nor deep curiosity. Hiit youth’s vivacity 

■ sparkleth pleasantly witli him, and the. ardour 
of his blood results in amusing sallies. He 

. knows th('. world as well as he knows women, 
/■’bccaust'. he above thc-m, and without any 
>kind of j)hiloso|)hy. It’s a great frankness 
;^oh his part to call himself an atheist. His 
it)|ingodliness is without malice, and will dis- 
v^ppear with the e.xuberance of his sensuality. 

his soul Cxod has no other enemies than 
^orses, cards and women. In the mind of a 
t^'cal libertin*', like IM. Ha vie for e.xamplc, truth 
^as to meet nion.‘ formidable and malicious 
§^dversaric.s. Hut, iny dear boy, 1 give you a 
'^laractcr sketch instead of the plain narrative 
vou wish to have of me. 


o 
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“ ril satisfy you. Let's see. Having arrivei/J 
at the top storey of the castle in company^' 
with M. d'Anquetil, I made the young gentle- 


man enter your room, and wished him, 
accordance witti the promise we made him ati-^ 


the Triton fountain, to use the room as his own. 
He- did so willingly, niulrcssed, and, keeping 
nothing on but his boots, went into your bed,..:. 


the. curtains of which he closed so as not to be 


incomniod d by the bright morning light, and.;^ 
was not long bedorc he w'as sound asleep. 

“ As to myself, niy dear boy, having reached 
my room, tired as 1 was, I did not want to go ' 
to rest before 1 hrni looked iij> in 1113' Boethius .. 
one or two sentences appropriate to my .state of ' 
mind. I could Jiot find the very one lit for it; 

It niiiMt not bt‘ forgotten that this great 
thinker had not had occasion to meditate on '.df 
the disgrace of having brokeci tlie head of a j.s-. 
Farmer-general with a bottle. ()nt of his own . 
cellar. I 3 ut F was able to pick up here and 
there, in his admirable tivatise, sonic maxims 
applicable to present cf)njunctures. Having 
done .so, 1 drew the night-cap over my eyes,^.:^ 
recommended my soul to God, and quietly! 
went to .sk:ep. After what seemed to 
without being able, to measure it, a very shcJrt"*^ 
space of time-be mindful, iny son, that our:^ 
actions are thi^ only measurer tor time, which,'^ 
if I may say so, is suspended for us by sleep^^S 
I felt my arm pulled,and heard a voice shouting^^ 
in my ear : ‘ Fh ! Abbe,! ICh ! Abb6, wakip^ 
up!' Half dozing as I was, I believed 



ABBE IN TROUBLE 211 

..was a constable wanting to conductJ[me to 
•^the officer, and I deliberated with myself 
the easiest way in which I could break 
his head, and rapidly came to the con¬ 
clusion \hat the candlestick would be the 
handiest weapon. It is unhappily, too true, 
my dear boy, that having once st(*.pped aside 
. from tlie road of kindness and equity, where the 
wise man walks with a lirni ;ind prudent step, 
one becomes compelled to violence 

by violence and cruelty by cruelty, thereby 
proving that a lirst fault leads invariably to 
other faults—evil always follows evil clone. 
One has to he reminded of this if one wants 
to fully uiuU.Tstand the lives ot the Roman 
emperors, of whom M. t'o-vier has given such 
an exact account. 'Fhose princes were not 
born more evilly disposed than other men. 

: Caius, surnanied t.'aligula, was wanting neither 
in natural spirit nor in judgment, and was 
. quite capable of friendship. Nero had an 
.inborn liking for virtue, ami his temperament 
disposed him towards all that is grand and 
sublime. Both of them w'crc led by a first 
\fault on the nefarious, villainous road whereon 
’;.they walked to their miserable eiul. Their 
I history is clevtTly treated in M. Crevicr’s book. 

knew that remarkable writer when he was a 
^.'teacher of literature and history at the College 
fepf Beauvais, as I might be teaching to-day, had 
gmy life not been crossed by a thousand im- 
^pediments, and if the natural easiness of my 
|spirit had not drawn me into the manifold 
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snares laid in my way. M. Crevier, my boy, 
led a pure life ; his morals were severe, and f 
have myself heard him say that a woman who 
had broken her conjugal vows was capable 
of the crimes of murder and incciidiarism. I 



repeat this saying of his, to impress you with 
th' saintly auste.rity of that model priest. 

“ Bui, once mon*, T digress, and I must 
hasten to return to my narrative. Well, as 
I have said, I thought a constable* had come 
to arrest me, and 1 could see myself in one of 
the archbishop’s dungeons, wh(‘n I opened 
niy eyes and rc-cognised the {(’aturcs and voice 
of M. d*An(]uelil. ‘ Abbe/ said that young 
gentleman to mt-, * I have just had a singular 
adventure in TounicbrocheS r(j(»m. During 
my sleep a woinan t'ntt‘rcd my room, glided 
into my bed, and aM'oke me wilh a showier of 
caresses, tender epithets, sweet miirmurings, 
and passionate kisses. I juished I lie curtains 
back to see tlu* features of my good luck. She 
was dark and had ardent (*yes, one of the finest 
women 1 have ever held in my arms. But'all 
at once she screamed and juinj)ed out, violently 
angry, but not iiuick enough to prevent rile 
catching her in the ])assage and pressing her 
closely in my arms. She b(.*gan by striking 
me and scratching my fac(.*. Aft<.*r having 
lacerated it siiflicieiitly to satisfy her outraged 
womanly honour, we began to explain our¬ 
selves. She was well pleased to learn that I 
am a gentleman, and none of the poorest, 
and sooner than I might have expected | 
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. ceased'to be odious to her, and she began to be 
.tender with me, when a scullion appeared in 
the passage ; his appearance put her to flight 
at once. 

' I Am quite aware,* said M. d’Anquetil, 

' that that admirable girl had come for another 
than myself ; she must havt^ entered the wrong 
room, and the surprise frightened her. I 
did my best to reassure her, and shc)uld doubt¬ 
less have won her amity had imf tlsat sot of a 
scullion come botwe.en us.’ 

“ I confirmed him in that supposition. VVe 
put our lu'ads togtdlier to gel an idea of tlie 
man for whom tliat beautiful woman had 
ventured on such an early morning visit, and 
were easily agreed that it could be no other 
but that old fool d’Asterac — you know, 
Tournebroche, 1 suspected him bc-fore—W'ho 
awaits her intimacy in an adjoining room, if 
not, and without your knowledge, in your 
own. Are you not of tlw' same opinion ? ” 

“ Nothing is mortr credible,” I rt'plied. 

No (U)ubt it is SO- That sorcerer amuses 
himself wVien ho talks to us of his Salamanders. 
•'The trutli is, he caresses that amazingly 
.pretty girl, lie's an impostor.” 

» I asked my tutor to favour me with the 
continuance of his narrative. He willingly 
I complied and said : 

“ Well, my dear boy, I’ll brielly report the 
:J..reinainder of M. d’Aiiqiictirs discourse. I 
I know very well that it’s rather commonplace, 
^ vulgar, to lay much stress on trifling 



214 THE QUEEN PEdAUQUE 

circumstances. It is, on the contrary, somec= 
sort of duty to express them in the fewest^ 
possible words, to condense them carefully^^ 
and reserve the tempting atnindance of word-; 
flow to moral iiistniction and exlwrtation, ! 
which may bi* hurled as the avalanches, 
are hurled from the mountains. On this ■ 
principk; I shall have mentioned enough of * 
M. d*Anquctirs sayings when I have, told you ., 
that he impressed on me that yonder young-. 
girl’s beauty, charms, and accomplishments 
are quite extraordinary. In the end he 
inquiri'd of me if f knew her najin* and posi- 
tion. And 1 replied to him that, from his . 
description ot her, I w'as j)ietty sure that she 
was Kabbi ]Mosaide’.s nii ci* Jahel, whom by a. 
lucky accident I had embraced one night 
on that very ^aine staircase, with this 
difference only, that my luck occurred between,, 
the first and second iliglits of steps. * I hope 
and trust,’ said M. d’Anquutil, ‘ that there, 
may be other dillerences too, for, as far as I; 
am conceriK'd, I embraced her very closely. 

I am also sorry that, as you say, she is aj 
Jewess, as. without believing in God, I feel’^ 
that 1 should have liked better for her to be 
Christian. Ilut can anyone be sure of lusj 
own family ? Who knows if she has not beeil-j; 
kidnapped as a child ? Jews and '*gypsi^^ 
steal children daily. And we. do not, as a rute^l 
remember sufficiently that the Holy Virgi^ 
was born a Jewess. But let her be Jewes^ 
or not, she pleases me ; 1 want her and shaB^’ 
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':have her! * Such were that reckless 
^youngster's words. But allow me, my boy, 
vtb sit down on yonder moss-covered stone ; 
'last night's work, niy lights, my flight, too, 
have nearly broken iny kgs." 

He sat down, took his snuff-box out of 
■'his pocket, and looked quite disconsolate 
■ when he found it void of tobacco. 


I took a seat at his side, agitated, crestfallen. 

Coignard’s discourse caused me amte pain. 

I cursed Fate for having givv ii my place to a 

brute at the. V(TV moincnt when uiy beloved 

mistress had come to bring me hiT most 

passionate* t<-nderness, expi'Cting to lind mo 

in my bed, the while I had to throw logs of 

. wood on the fire in tJie alchemist’s furnace. 
■ 

The but too probable inconstancy of Jahel 
. tore my heart to pieces, and I <'.ould have 
wished that my di?ar tutor had been more 
discreet with my rival. So I took the liberty 
to reproach him mildly for his disclosure of 
Jahel’s name. 

" Sir,” 1 said, ” was it not somewhat 
: imprudent to furnish such indications to a 
*'gentleniau so luxurious and violent as M. 
<'d'Anquctil ? ” 

I' • M. Coignard seemed not to hear what I said, 
: and continued his speech : 

“ My snuff-box has unfortunately opened 
J itself in my pocket during the fight at 
I Catherine’s house,and the tobacco it contained, 
$:,.xhixed with the wine of the broken bottle, 
|;lias formed a quite disgusting!|^^paste. I do not 
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dare ask Criton to grind down a few 
for me, the hard and cold features o 
servant and judge inspire me with awe. 
suffer frojn the want of snuff, as my nose is‘r 
irksome in consctpience of the shock I had'; 
last night, and 1 am quin* disroneerted by^? 
my failure to satisfy the neN’er-tiring wantsi 
of that nose of mine. 1 shall have to bear. 


' ■ .J 

1 '• 


f that 4 


the misfortune quietly, till M. d*Anquetil. 
may, ]Kirlnps, let nit' havr a fi'W grains out 
of his box. Now to return lo that young 
gentleman, he sai<l ex])ressly to me : ' I love 
that girl. Know, ahbe, th.it T am resolved 
to take- luTwilh us in the po ^-(■haisl‘ should I 


be compelleil lo slay he re a w^M-k, a month, six 
months or longer ; 1 will not go away without 
her.’ I repre.seiited all the dangeirs to him,, 
which might or.rnr through any delay in our. 
departure. He said he did ra^t rare, a rap 
for those dangers, the less s(j as they were 
smaller for him than fta* us. * Von, abbe, you 
and 'roiirnebrorhe are both in ilanger of beings 
hanged ; iny risk is the i’aslilh' only, where- 
I can get cards and girls, and wlience rny. 
family could, and would, soon deliver me, as;’. 
my father wT»nlti in ten's! some duchess or/ 
some ballet dancer in my doom, and nay?! 
mother, devotee as she lias become, could and'!' 


would still get tin* assistance of one or othej*^' 
of the royal princes. It is irrevocably fixed^ 
I take Jahel with nu* or I remain here. Yom 
and Tournebroche arc at liberty to hire a post^ 
chaise of your own.* 

... 



«■ 

k 
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V " Thfe cruel boy knows but too well that we 
have not the means to do it. I tried to make 


him change his niiiul. I became pressing, 
unctuous, paren tal. It was no use,and I wasted- 
on him an elocjuc ncii which, employed in the 
pulpit of a parish church, have brought 

me a full reward in honour and coin. Alas ! 


my dear boy, it seems lo be written that none 
of iiiy actions will (^ver ])rodu(:i' any kind of. 
savoury fruit, and hu* inv ough< lo \\.\vr. been 
^written the hdlowing words from Irlcclesi- 
astes Oitiii h ihd aw /)lius homo dii universe 
lahorc sno^ quo lahurai sub sole ? * Far from 
bringing him to n-ason, iny discourses 
strcngth(‘ned the young jiobl(:man*s obstinacy, 
and I cannot deny that h(' actually counted 
oh jne for th(^ suc<‘ess of his desires, and 
pressed me to go Lo Jahel and induce her to 
. ily with him, promising her tlie gift of a 
trousseaiJ of J)utch lini-n, of plate, jewels 
" and a handsome annuity.” 

'* Oh, sir I ” I ex(‘lainu‘tl, this M. d’Ancjuetil 
■'is very in.solent. What tlo you think will be 
Jahel’s rei)ly to his propositions when she 
^!^ows of Them ? ” 

r*" “ My boy^, shi* knows by now, and I think 
|-:^e will accept them.” 

V. '* If such is the case,” I .said, ” tlien Mosaidc 
|,"hiust be warned.” 

1^.;. “ That he is already,” replied my tutor. 

You have just assisted at the outbreak of 
piis rage.” 

What, sir ?” said I, with much warmth, 
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■ 0 ■ ■ ■ ^ 
“you have informed yonder Jew -of the-; 

disgrace awaiting his family ! That’s nice ofi| 

you ! Allow me to embrace you. But, if so; 

Mosaiclo’s wrath threatened M. d’Anquetil/! 

and not yourself ? ” t 

The alibe repUeil with an air of nobility and 

honesty, with a natural indulgence for human.. 

weaknc.-^scs, an obliging sweetness, and the • 

ijiipriident kindness of an easy heart—by alb 

of which men are often induce.d to do incon- ■ 


sideratc things and expose themselves to the 
severity of tin* futile jiidginents of mankind : 

“ I will not keej) it a se(Ti‘t From you, my 
dear 'rournebroche, that, giving way to the 
pressing solicitations of that x oiing gentleman, 
I oblighigly j)roiiiised to go on hi.s errand to 
Jahel and to neglect nothing to induce her to 
elope with him.” 


Alas! ” I exclaimed, “ yoii did, sir. I can-., 


not fully tell how dei'])ly" your actum wounds 


and affi.'cts me.” 


” Tournebroche,” veplitnl he stt?rnly, “you- 
speak like a Pharisee. One of the fathers,, 
as amiable as he was austere, has said : ‘ Turn* 


your eyes on yourself and take care not tp^- 
judge the drnrigs of others. Judging others^ 
is an idle labour ; usually one is erring, ofteiii; 
sinning, by so doing, but by examining arid>' 
judging <inesidf your laboni- will always b^ 
fruit-bearing.' It is written : ‘ Thou shalf| 

not be afraid of the judgment of men,’ and th^| 
Apostle Paul said that ht did not troub^pg 
himself about being judged by men. 
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!;iefer to some of the finest texts in morals it is 
.^';.to enlighten you, Tournebroche, to make you 
.^return to the humble and sweet modesty 
rwhich suits you, and not to defend my 
•Vinnocencftj wIilmi the inultitiide of my iniquities 
. weighs on me and bears me down. It is 
Vdifficult not to glide into sin, and proper 
■’ not to fall into despondency at every step one 
takes on this earth, whereon everything 
^ participates, at one and the same time, in the 

■ original curse, and the redein])tion c'ffectcd 
by the blood of the Son of (lOtl. I do not 
want to colour my fault.^, and I fr<?ely confess 

' that the i-mbfissy I limit rtook at the request 
of M d’Ampietil is an oiitconu* of Eve's down¬ 
fall, and it was, to say it bluntly, one of the 
numberless consc'(|ueiici's, on tlie wrong side, 

■ of the humble and painful sentiment which 

■ I now feel, and is tlrawii (ml of the di'sire and 
hope of my eternal welfare. You have to 

■ represent to yourself mankind balancing 
: betw'cen damnation and redemption tounder- 

■ stand me truly wht'ii I say that at this present 
s.hour I am sitting on the good end of the see- 
^^saw after having been this very morning on 

the wrong end. I freely avow that in passing 
iV'through the mandrake lane, from whence 
I'Mosaide's cottage is to be seen, I bid behind 
lyin ivy-thorn busli, waiting for Jahel to appear 
feat her window. Very soon she came. I 
|>howed myself, and beckoned her to come 
frdown. She came as soon as she was able to 
^^eis^pe her uncle’s vigilance. I gave her a 
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brief report of the events of the night, bi^ 
which she had not known. I informed 



of M. d’Ancpiutirs impetuous plans, and re*“:|: 
IDreseiited 1o her how important it was for hei^^ 
own intcresl, and for niy and your safety 
to make our escape sure by coining with us:.?;; 
I inadi'. the young nobleman's promises glittery- 
before her eyes and said to her : ‘ If you^;.': 

consent to go with him to-night you’ll have i.,;. 
solid aniiiiity, inscribed at the Hotel de Ville/^. 
and an outlit richer tlian any ballet dancer * 
or Abbi?ss of Panthciiiont may get, and a • 
cupb(»anl full of the finest silver.* * He thinks.-. 
me to be one of those cr'atures,' she said;. 

' he is ail impudent fellow.' ‘ Hi* loves you/ ■ 
I replied, ‘ yon could not expect to be ' 
venerated ? ’ ‘1 must have an olio pot/ she ! 

said, ‘ an olio ]wt, .md the heaviest one. Did ' 
he mention the olio pot ? (jo, Monsieur Abb6,.< 
and tell him.' ‘What shall I tell him?'.. 
* That I am an honest eriri.’ ‘ And what else ? 

‘ Tliat he is very audacions ! * ‘Is that aU/., 
Jahi'l ? Think on onr ^afc'ty ! * ‘ Tell hiin^ 

that I shall not depart before he has given me:f 
his k.'gally worded written promise for every-^*^ 
thing.* ‘ lie'll do it, consider it as done*|p 
‘ Oh, mon.sieiir, I will not consent to anything^ 
if he does not consent to have K'ssons give) 
me by M. Coiijx.-rin ; I want to study music^ 
“ \Vc had just reached this item of oi^ 
negotiations wlu'n, unhappily, Mosaidc 
surprised us, and without having overhear^ 
our conversation got the scent of its meaning 
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V He called me at once a suborner, and 
-'heaped outrageous insults on me. Jahcl wont 
^nd hid herself in lu?r own room, and I rc- 
^mained alone exposed to the fury of that God- ■ 
■filler, in the slate 3 011 found me, and out of 
..^hich you lieJped me, you dear ! As a 
fact, I ma}' say that the biisiiu'ss had been 
"concluded, the elopeuu'ut assented to, our 
;flight assurcfl. Hie wheels, and ICzekiers 
;beasts are of 110 value against -i Ixavy silver 
olio pot. T am only afraid that yonder old 
Mordecai has im[)risonerl his niec(‘ too 
securely.'* 

“ I must avow,” T rejdied, without dis¬ 
guising my satisfac tion, ” that I heard a loud 
noise of ke^’s and holts at the very m*)nient I 
•'freed you irom the midst of the thorns. Ihit 
,is it really true, that Jahel agreed so cjuickly 
■to your propositions, whicii have not been 
quite decorous, and which, for ci‘rtain, you 
•jdid not mak(^ with an easy heart ? 1 am 

^abashi^d ; and, say, my good master, did she 
viiot speak of mo, not mention my name, with a 
■’^Igh or otherwisi* ? ” 

No, my bo3^, she did not pronounce your 
{Same, at least not in an audible way. Neitlier 
^did I hear her mention the name of 
^’Asterac her lovcir, wdiieh ought to have been 
itearer to her feelings than yours. Ihit do not 
surprised by her forgetting tin* alchemist, 
[t is not sufiicienl to possess a woman to 
ppress on her soul a profound and durable 
Souls are almost impenetrable, a fact 
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showing the cruel emptiness of Jove. ThS^' 
wise man ought to say to himself, I aihg 
nothing in the nothingness which that creature'^ 
is. To hop(' that you could leave a re- ' 
inembrance in a woinan’s heart is dquivalent/ 
to trying to iuipniss a seal on running water. 
And therefore let us jiover nurse the wish to* 
establish ourselves in what is Jleeting, and let . 
us attach ourselvc's to that which never dies.” 

" After ai«/' I said, " Jahel is locked and 
bolted up, and on*? may rely on llit^ vigilance 
of her guardian.” 

” My son, this very evi-ning she has to join . 
us at the Red Horse. Twiligh* is favourable 
to evasions, abduclifuis, stt'allhy movements 
and iind(*rliand actions. We have to trust 
to the cnnning of that girl. As to you, be . 
sure to attend at the* Circus of tlie Berg^res. 
in the dusk. You know M. d'.\e,(|uetil is not 
jiatient, and is quite the man to start without 
you.” 

When lu' gave me this counsel, the lunchcqn 
bell sounded. 

“ Have you by chance,” he said to me, ” a, 
needle and thread ? My garments are torjDfi 
at more than one place, and I should like to' 
repair them as much as ])ossible before going^ 
to luncheon. Especially my breeches do npt^ 
leave me without some appn'huision. The]^. 
are so mucli torn tliat, should J not promptly;?: 
mend them, I run the risk of losing thenij 
altogether.” 41 



CHAPTER XIX 


^^yOlir last Dinner sil M. d’AsHTiic’s T}il)le—(Conversation of 
M. Jun'iine Coii^iiard .iiul M. d'Asloiar- -A Message 
from IIoino--C.uI'.miiL- in liic Spitlel —We* arc 
wanted for Murder —Our — jaliel lausus me 


much Misery-- Ari'oiiiit ol the ■■-■i.lic A1ib6 

(Zoignard on Towns ■-JalieJ’s Midnight Visit— \Vc are 
followed—-The Accident—M. Jerdiiie Coigiuird is 
stabbed 


I TOOK Hiy accLisloiib-tl place that clay at 
the (li'iiiig-tabh* of the cabalist, oppn ssecl by 
the idea that I sal down at it for the last time. 


JaheTs treachery luid sad(lein*d iny soul. 
• Alas ! thought 1, iny most fervent wisli 
had been to Jly with her, a wish which looked 
..•like being graiitt'd, and was imvv fuJlillcd in a 
. very cruel manner. Again and again I 
admired my beloved tutor's wisdom who, 
P on a day when I desired too vivaciously the 
=;i^j 5 .uccess of some affair, answered wdth the 
y-following citation :—“ Zi 7 trihuit eis petitionem 


lyeorum** Aly sorrows and anxieties spoilt my 
lll^ppetite, and I partook sparingly of the dishes 
Served. However, my dear tutor had preserved 
^he unalterable gracefulness of his soul. 

P’; He abounded in amiable discourse, and 
.c|jpiie might have said that he w^as one ot those 
^ages which Telemachus show's us conversing 
thie shades of the Elysian Fields, and not 
man pursued as a murderer and reduced to a 
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roving and miserable life. M 
believing that I had passed the 
cookshop, kindly inquired after my parents,'?, 
and, as he conld not abstract himseJf for 
.single moment from his visions, said . .' .i. 

“ When I speak of that cook as being your 
fatlvr it is (jnite nnderstood that I express * 
myself in a worldly sense, and not according.- 
to nature. Nothing ]irov('s, iny son, that you... 
have not bijen begot by a Sylph. It is the. 
very thing i prefer to beli(‘vi‘, in so far,- 


as your .spirit still d<'licatc‘, .shall grow in 
strength and beauty.*' 

“Oh, .‘-iir ! don't s])eak li'a? that,” replied 
my tutor, and smil<*(l. ” You oblige him to 
hide his spirit so as m)t to f la magi* his mother’s 
good name. But it yon knew her b»^tte^ you 
could not but think with me that she never 
had any intercourse with a S>l])h; she is a- 
good Christian who has never accomplished. 
th(^ work of the flesh with any other nvaii than 
her husband, and wIkj carries her virtue 
written distinctly on b(*r fc'aturc.s, very.' 
different from tlv niistn^ss of that other cook-■ 
shop, Madame Qiionioii, about whom they! 
talked so r.nndi in Pans, as well as in the? 
provinces, in th«? clays of my youth. Have.* 
yon never heard of her, sir ? Her lover was| 
M. Mariette, who lalc*r on became secretaryj? 
to M. d’AngtTviJliers. Me ^vas a stout man^ 
who left a jewel every time he visited hfj^ 
beloved; one clay a Cross of I.orrainc or a Hoijj^j 
Ghost; another day a watch or a chatelaine^ 
or perhaps a handkerchief, a fan, a box. 
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;her sake he rifled the jewellers and seamstresses 
‘of the fair of St Germaiii. He gave her so 
much that, lindiiig his shop decorated like 
a shrine, the inasler-cook became suspicious, 
that all* tlial wealth could not have been 
honestly acciiiii ed. He watched her, and very 
soon surprisj’d her with her lov'er. It nnist be 
said that the husband was but a jealous 
fellow. Ih- Ihw into a temper, and gained 
nothing by it, but very iiuicli thi* reverse. 
For tlu- amorous ('oii|»l«', plagued by his 
wrangling, -^wore to get rid of him. M. 
Mariett(‘ had no little inlluence. He got 
a Icltrc tlr ctu hci in I he name of that imlia|)py 
Qiionion. On a ceitain day the perlidious 
woman said to her husband : 

“ ‘ Take lUi', I beg of yt>u, on Sunday next 
out to dinner .somewhere into the country. 
I promise mvs«'lf nncommon ])leasurt: from 
such ail excursion.’ 

“ She been nil* caressing and i^ressing, anil 
the husband, llattered, agreed to all her de¬ 
mands. On the Sunday, lie. got with her into 
,a paltry ha^'kiiey coach to go to Porchcrons. 
But they had hardl}' got to Roule when 
■ a posse of ciMistablc's placed in readiness by 
‘ IVkirictte arresteil him, anil took him to 
/.Bicetre, from whence lii' was sent to the 
Mississippi, where he still remains. Sonic- 
‘;!one composi’d a song which finished thus : 

' ITn iiiuri c:L ('uinniodc 
N'ouvrc Ics ycMix qii'a doini 
11 vtUit iiiicux i'Lrc a la mode. 

Quo do voir Mississippi.' 

P 
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And such is, doubtless, the most solid lesson.;;;, 
to be derived from the example given by:^4 
Quonion the cook. 

" As to the story itself, it only nen^ds to beS 
narrated by a IVtronins or by an Apuleius ; 
to c(iual the best Milesian fables. The moderns 
aie. inferior to the ancients in i-pic poetry and 
tragedy. But if we do not surpass the (ireeks 
and Latins in story-telling it is not the fault of . 
the ladies of Paris, who Jievcr cease enriching 
the material for tales by their ingenious and 
graceful invcriitions. You certainly know, sir, 


the stories of Boccaccio. T am sure that had 


that Flonmtine lived in our Jays in Prance he 
W’ould make of Qiionion’s iMisfortniie one of ' 
his plcasanttrst tales. As fai as 1 am myself 
concerned 1 hav<j b<*en reniindi d of it at this 


table for the sole purpose, and by the effect 
of contrast, to make the virtui; of Madame 
Leonard Touniebioch(^ shine. She is the 


honour of cookshops, of which Madame .y 
Quonion is the disgrace*. Madame* 'rourne-. 
broche, [ ilarc atlirni it, h.as never abandoned 
those ordinary coiniuonplact.; virtues the., 
practice of which is recommended in marriage, 
which is the only contemptible one of the'jJ 
seven sacraments.'* i ■ ■ 


1 do not deny it,” .said M. d*Asterac;:..| 
“ But Mistress Tournebroclie would be still^ 
more estimable* if she should have had inter-rs 


course with a Sylph, as Seiniramis had'and;'. 
Olympias and the mother of that grand 
Sylvester II.” 

“ Ah, sir,” said the Abb6 Coignard, “ 
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are always talking to us of Sylphs and Sala¬ 
manders. Now, in simple good faith, have you 
ever seen any of them ? ** 

“ As clearly as I sec you this very moment,” 
replied .M. d'Astcrar., ” and certainly closer, 
at least as far as SalaniaiukM*s are concerned.” 

" That is not suflicu-nl, my dear sir, to 
make me bolievo in theii- <*xist(*nr(', which 
is against the tc-achings of the* (Uiurcli. For 
one may bt; scilnccd by illusions. The (^yes, 
and all onr senses, are bni messengers of 
error and conricTS of lie's. 'Hicy dc*Iiide ns 
more than they teach ns, and bring us but 
uncertain and fugitive images. Truth cscajK-s 
them, because truth is eternal, and invisible 
like eternity.” 

” Ah I ” saiil .M. d'Asterac, ” T did not know 
you were ,^o jihilosophical, nor of so subtle, a 
mind.” 

” That's true,” rt‘plied iny good master. 
”■ There an* days on which my soul is heavier, 
and with y)referencc attached to bed and table. 
But last night 1 broke a bottle on the head 
of an extortioner, and my mind is very much 
exalted over it. I feel myself capable of 
dissipating the |)hantoins which are haunting 
you, and to blow off all that mist. For after 
all, sir, these Sylphs arc but vapours of your 
brain.' 

M. d'Asterac stopjied him with a kind 
gesture and said : 

'* I beg your pardon, abbe; do yon believe 
Jn demons ? ” 

“ Without dilliculty 1 can reply,” said my 
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good inaster, “ that I believe of demons all that 
is reported of them in tlu^ Scriptures, arid - 
that I reject as error and superstition all . 
and (‘vi ry belied in spi'lls, ehanns and exorcism. 
Saint Aiigiistine teaches that when the 
Scriptiin-s i‘xhort us to resist the demons, 
it !(‘qiures ns to resist our jxissions and 
inteinpsi'ate ap]K'tites. Nothing is more 
detestable than tli(‘ tleviliies wherewith the 
Capuchin.- frighten old women.” 

“ I .st'e,” said M. d’Asterac, you do your 
best to think as an honest man. Yon hate as 
much as 1 do jiiy.self the coarse sn]^erstitions 
of the monks. Hul, after nU, you do believe 
in demons, and I have not had much trouble 
to make \on avow it. Know, then, that they 
are no other than Sylphs ajid Salamanders, 
ignorance and fear Jiavc: dislignri'd them in 
timid iniaginatiojis Hut, a.s a fact, they are 
beautiful and virtnoiis. 1 will not lead you 
in the ways »)f the SalamandiTs, as I am not 
([iiile siu'c ol Ihi; purity of your morals ; but 
I can see no impedinienl, abbe, to a fre- 
qiientalion of the Sylphs, who inhabit the 
fields oi air. ami voluntarily approach man 
in a spirit <A friendlinc.ss and affection, so 
that tln*y have been rightly named helping 
genii. Far from driving ns to perdition,, 
as the theologuiiis believe, who change them- 
into devils, they protect and safeguard their;, 
terrestrial friends. T could make you ac-- 
qiic'iiiited with nuinberk'ss examples of thCi* 
help they give. Hut to be short 1*11 repeat; 
to you one single case which was told to me: 
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by Madame Ic Marechale de Granccy IutsuU. 
She was middle-aged, and a widow for several 
years, when, one night, in her bed, she receive d - 
the visit of a Sylph, who said to her : ‘ Madanii*, 
have a search made in the wardrobe of yonr 
deceased hnsband. Tn the pocket of a pair 
of his breeches a l«'tter will be fonnd, which, 
if it became known, would ruin M. des Roc1k*s, 
my good friend and yo!ir^. h'ind that letter 


and burn it.’ 

“ The manx'.hale jMomisetl not tf) neglect 
this recoiumeudation and iiinuiretl alter iu:ws 
of the defunct mareclial from the vSylph. w'ho 
however ilisa jipi'an‘<i witlioiit givine. any re])ly. 


On 'ejikinir v,iir summoned lu‘r wonn ii, Jind 
bade them look if some of the latc^ marechars 
garments remained in his wardrobe. The 
attendants repf)rled that nothing was left, 
and that the lacktws had soM them all to old 
clothes dealt rs. ^ladame de Graueev insisted 
on her w'onien trying to find at least one pair 
of breeches. 


“ Having s(*arclu-(l in every corner they 
finally disc.oven‘d a very c)ld-fashionnd pair 
of black satin, embroith'red with carnations, 
and handed them to tlu*ir mistress, who 
-found a lettcT in one of the norkets, which 
contained more than would havi- beim iiec-ded 
to incarccrali' M. des K’oclies in oiii* of the 
state prisons. Shi* burned the letter at once, 

. isind so that gentleman was sav(*d by his good 
friends the S\dph and the marechale. 

“ Are such, I ask you, abb6, the manners 
of demons ? But let me crive vou another 
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startling hit on the matter, which will impress.. 
you more, and will I am sure go to the heart 
of a learned man such as yourself. It is 
doubtless known to yon that the Academy of 
Dijon is rich in wits. One of tliom', whose 
name cannot be unknown to yon, living in 
tiv last century, prepar(*(l with great labour 
an edition of Pindar. Oiit^ night, worrying 
over 1iv<- viTses the. sens** of which he could 
not disentangle, so much was the text corrupt, 
he dozed oft, quite flespairing, at cockcrow. 
During his sleej), aSylph, who wished him well, - 
tiansported his spirit to Stockholm into the 
palace of Oiu‘en C'hristina, •. ondiicted him to 
thi‘ library, and look from (jne of th(* shelves 
a manuscript of Pindar's showing him the 
diflicult y)assage. The five verses were there, 
as well as two or three annotations which 
rendered them perfectly intelligible. 

“In the violence of his contentment, our 
savant woke up, struck a light, and pencilled 
down the ver-^es as they apptiared to him in 
his sleep. After I hat he went to sleejj again 
profoundly. On the following morning, think¬ 
ing over his night’s adventure, he at once 
resolved to try to get a coniirmation. M. 
Descartes happened at that very lime to be in 
Sweden, reading to the qiu*en on philosophy. ’■ 
Our Pindarist knew him, but was on still 
clo-sei terms with M. Chaiiut, the Swedish.,' 
ambassador in France. He wrote request-! 
ing him to forward a letter to M. Descartes,'/ 
in which he asked him to be informed if) 
there reaUy was in the queen's library at/ 
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Stockholm a manuscript of Pindar containing 
the version he mentioned. M. Descartes, an 
extremely courteous man, replied to the 
academician of Dijon that, as a fact, her 
Majesty* possessed a manuscript of Pindar, 
and that he iiad liinisidl r(‘ad there the verses, 
with the \arious readings contained in the 
letter.*’ 

M. d’Asterac, who had been peeling an 
apple during his narration. looV^'d at M. 
Coignard to enjoy l)je success of his discourse. 

My dear tutor smiled and said : 

“ Ah, sir! I clearly see that I flattered 
myself with an idli* hope, and that one (Cannot 
mf*Vn you give up your vain imaginations. 
I confess with a good grace that yon have 
shown us an ingc^nions Sylph, and that I 
actually wish for such an obliging secretary. 
His assistance w'ould be particularly useful 
to me <»n two or three passages in Zosiinus 
the Pain>].‘oli tan which are vejy obscurej 
Could N on not bt* sr> good as to give me the 
means to evoke, if necessary, some Syljfli 
< librarian as e.xpert as that of Dijon ? ** 

M. d’Astr rac re]died gravely : 

“ That’s a secret, abbe, that I will w'illingly 
i unveil to you. Hut be warned that you 
would be a lost man should you communicate 
it to a profane person.” 

i. " Don’t be uneasy,” said the abbe, “ 1 have 
"a strong desiri* to know so fine a s(?cret, but I 
' will not conceal from yon that I do not c.xpect 
/any effect from it, as I do not believe in 
Sylphs. Instruct me, if you please.” 
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“ You request me ? ” replied the cabalist. 
“ Well, then, know that whenever you want , 
the assistance of a Sylph, you have but tb‘ 
pronounce the simple word and the sons' 
of the air will at once come to veu. But 
understand, M. Abbe, that the word must be. 
.s[)nken by th(^ heart as well as hy ihr lips^ and 
that faith alone gives it its virtue. Without 
faith it is nothing but a useless murmur. ■ 
Pronouni'c it as I do at this moment, putting 
in it neither soul nor wish, it has, even in my 
own month, but a very slight power, and at the 
utmost some of the.* childp-n of light, if they 
hav(' heanl it, glide into i' is room, the light 
shadows of light. r*ve divined rather than 
seen them on yonder curtain, iind they have 
vanished when hardl}' visible. Ntnther you 
nor yonr pupil has suspecttnl their presence. 
But had r pronounced that rutigie word with 
real ff*rvour ycni would have seen them appear 
in all tht‘ir si)lciKlour. They arc‘ of a charming' 
beauty. Now, sir, f have eiitrustiul you with 
a grand and useful secret. Let me say again, 
do not div'ulge it im])rudeiilly- .'\nd (lo not 
sneer at the I'xample of the .Abbe de Villars,; 
who, for having reveah'd tlu*ir secrets, was 
niiirdend hy tlii' Sylphs, on the road to; 
Lyons.” \ 

" On the. T.yons road ? ” said my good 
tutor. “ How strange ! ” -I 

M. d'Asteriic left us suddenly. : 

“ I will now for the last time,” said thcabbS/: 
“visit that noble library where I have en¬ 
joyed'such austere pleasures and which I 
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shall never sec .'igain. Do not fail, 
■Toumebroche, to bo at iiightlall at th(^ 
Bergcres Circus/’ 

I promisofl to bt' ; it was my in¬ 

tention K) lock myself in iny room for thc^ 
purpose of writing to .M. rVAsterac, and my 
dear paivnts, asking them lf» kindly exens(‘ mo 
for not taking jx rsonal Ii‘av(* of them, as I had 
to fly after an adventure wherein I was mori' 
unlucky than guilty. 

When f reached the door f)t my room, 1 
heard heavy snoring from within. I'eeiaiig in 
I saw j\l. d’.\ni]in‘|-il in my bed, sleeping, his 
sword at the bedside, playing cards strewn all 
over the (piilt. h'or a moment 1 fi'll t(*mpted 
to run him through with liis own swonl, but 
the tcmplatioii did not last, and J left him 
sleeping. Not withstanding my grief I could 
not help laughing when I llioiight that Jahel, 
being locke-d and bolted in by Mosaitle, conhl 
not rejoin him. 

So I went to my tutor’s room, to write my 
letters, where 1 disturbed live, or six rats, wh.o 
i had begun to make a meal off his Boelliius, 
which had n.'inainetl on the night table. T 
wrote to my mother and to M. (I’Asterac, and 
1 • composted the most touching C]nstle to 
. Jahel. My tears fell on this wht'ii I read ii 
over for a second time. “ l^'rhaps,*’ 1 said to 
i'inyself, “ the faithk'ss girl will cry too, and her 
'tears will mix with mine.” 


V Then, overwhelmcxl as I was by fatigue and 
sorrow, I threw myself on my tutor’s bed, and 
soon went off into a kind of semi-sleep. 
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troubled by dreams, erotic and sinister. I was 
awakened by the taciturn Criton, who had-!' 
entered the room and pre'sonted to me, on a.; 
silver salvt'i*, a sort of curlinp: j')apcr, whereon, 
a few badly written words were scnibbled in 
pencil. Someone expected me at once outside ^ 
the rastle. 'fhe note was signed " Friar Ange, ■ 
unworthy Capuchin.” f wcait as (piickly as I; 
could, anil found the JittU* friar seated on the' 
bank of a ditch in a state of pitiable dejection.' 
Wanting strength to get n]>, he looked at me 
with his big dog’s eyes, nearly human and full 
of tears ; his sighs moved his heard and chest. 
In a toin> which really j)ained -ae he said : 

“ Alas! Monsieur Jacques, the. hour of 
trial has come to Babylon, as it is said in the 
prophets. At the request of M. de la 
(Tueritufle, tlu’. Lieutenant of T*oIicc had 


Mam’selle Catherine taken by the constables 
to the spittcl, from whence she’ll be sent to 
America by thi' next convoy. 1 was informed 
of it by Jeannette the hurdy-gurdy player,, 
who saw Catherine brought in a cart to the 
S]nttel, as she left it herself after having been - 
cured of an civil ailment by the.' surgeon’s aj:t,i‘ 
—at least 1 hope so, please Gocl! And.^? 
Catherine! is to be transported, and no reprieve''' 
to be expected.” ■ ■ 

And Friar Ange at this ])oint in his dis-c'!’ 


course groaned and shed tears abundantly;.'^ 

After doing iny best to console? him I asked if 

he had nothhig else to tell me. 

” Alas ! M. Jacques,” he replied. “ I hay^'; 

intimated the essential, and the remainder^! 

^ ^ - ."1 
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-floats in my head like the Spirit of God on the 
^TOters, without comparison if you please. 

. The matter is dark altogether. Catherine's 
.^misfortune has taken away my senses. It 
needed tlx^ lu'cessity of giving you imjwrtant 
' news to bring mu to liie threshold of this 
cursed house, where you live in company with 
: all sorts of devils, ami it was with dismay, 
and after having recited the prayer of Saint 
. Francis, that I ventured to knoi.'.s at the door 
. for the purpose of handing to a lackey the note^ 
I wrote to yon. 1 do not know if vou have 

■ adi 

been able to read it, as I have but little 
practice in forming letters, and the paper was 
not of the best to w’rite on, but 3-011 see it is 
the honour of our holy order not to give way 
to the vanities of our centnr3^ Ah! Catherine 
at the spittel! Catlierine in America ! Is it 
not enough to break the hardest heart ? 
Jeannette lierself w'(‘pt abiindantl}^, ami did so 
in spite of lu?r jealousy of Catherine, who 
prevails over hf'r in \-outh and bca\it.y just as 
Saint Francis surpasses in holiness all the 
.other blessed ones. Ah, M. Jacques! 
■fCatherine in America ! Such are the strange 
y;Ways of Providence. Alas 1 our holy religion 
is Arue, and King David w’as right in saying 
y'Jhat wro are like the grass of the held—^is not 
f;:..Catherinc at the spittel ? The stones on 
i'^hicli I am sitting arc happier than I, not- 
iwithstanding that I wear the signs of a 
fJChristian and a monk, Catherine at the 
^pittel! ” 

He sobbed again. I waited till the torrent 
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of his sorrow had passed awa}^, and then asked' 
him if he had any news of my parents. • 

“ Jar<|iuis/’ he. replied^ *tis they who- 
have sent me to you, bean*!' ol' a pressing 
message. I must tell yr)u that they are not 
very happy, througli the fault <»f Master 
Leonard, your father, who pass<*s in drinking 
and gainbling all the days (iod has given him. 
And savoury fumes of roasting geese and 
fowls do Moi now arisi* to th<* signboard of 
Qhccu Phiiiiiqnc swinging sadly in the damp 
wind which rusts it. \VMuiv are the times 


when the snadl of your fallier's rociksluj].) per¬ 
fumed the Kue Saint Jacoiees, fnun tli<* Utile 
Hacchiis Three Mauh ? Since yonder 

sorcerer visiti’fl it, eviTylhing wastes away,, 
beasts and men, ii- cons('(|nfMici‘ of the spell 
he. has thrown on :l. And vi'ugeance divine 


is manifest there since that fat Abbe Coignard 
made his entry, and T was cast out. It was 


tin* beginning of the evdl, inaugurated by 
M. Coignard, who pride s himself on the depths 
of his kjjowK'dge, and the distineiiou of his 
manners. Pn<!e is the spring of all evil. 
Your pious mother was wry wrong, M,. 
Jacrpies, not to have been satisiied with such, 
tcaciiing as 1 charitably gave you, and which., 
would have made you lit to superintend thc^ 
cooking, to manage the larding, and to carry: 
the banner of the guild after the demise, the.' 
funeral service and tin* obsetjnies of your' 
worthy feather, which cannot be very far oft, as-; 
all life is transitory and Ik^ drinks to excess.^’/ 
It may be easily un(.lerstood how sorely t.', 
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was afilicted by this news. My tears and 
■those of Friar Angc mixed freely together. 
However I iiiquirecl after iny iiioilier. 

Friar Ang(? replied : 

“ God,-who aniicuxl Rach»*l iji Rama, has 
sent to your iiioilier, [NhuiMeur Jaaiues, 
sundry tribulations for her good, and to 
chastise Master l^eonard tor the sin lu' com¬ 
mitted by malicicuisly e.\p<'lling, in my Imiuble 
person, our Lord Jc'siis C'hri.'.l in.; cuok- 

shop. I-b‘ tvaiisferred most of the ]nir- 
chascTs of poultry and pies to the ilanghterof 
Madame yuoiiioii, who turns tiu- spit at the 
other end of the Rue Saint Jaapie. Vour 
molhx r sees witli soit<»w that tlie other house 
is blesM?d at the cost ol lier own, and tJial her 
shop is now deserted to sucli a degree that, 
figuratively speaking, mosseoviMs its threshold. 
She is '>sii.->tained in lu*r trials, firstly, by lua' 
devotion to Saint h'rancis; s»‘Condly, by tlie. 
consideration of thi^ progress of your worldly 
position, which iMUibles you to wear a sword 
like a man of condition. 

But this .'-.ccoiid consolation has been much 
shaken by the constables calling this very 
moniiiig at the cookshof) to take, you into 
. cuiotody, and carr\- yon to the Hicetre I’rison, 
>to break stones ior a year or two. It was 
..Catherine who deiiomiccd you to M. d»: la 
'Gudritud(', but you must not blame her for it ; 
she did her duty as a Christian by confessing 
';tfae truth. She accused you and the Abbe 
yCoignard of being M. d*Anquetil’s accomplices, 
gave a faithful account of all the murder 
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and bloodshed perpetrated in the course of; 
that terrible night. Alas ! her truthfulness^ 
was of no use ; she was cai'ried to the spitteli'■ 
It's downright horrible to think of it.” \ 

At this point of his story, the little friar 
covered his face with his hands and sobbed and 
cried anew. 

Night had cx>me, and 1 was afraid to fail in 
iny appointment, fhilling the little friar out 
of the ditch, I put him on his feet, anil wished 
him to k* CT> me company on 1113^ walk along 
the Saint (iermain road to the Circus of the 
Bergeres. Mt* obeyed me willingly. Sadly 
walking l>y 1113/ side, he asked iny assi.stance 
in disentajigling the mixeii-up threads of his 
thoughts, r put him back to whiTC the con¬ 
stables came to si'arch for me at the cookshop. 

” As they could uol find yon,” lie continued, 
” tlicy wanted to lake 3'oiir father. Master 
Leonard pretendfd he did not know where you 
were hiiklen. Vour inother said the same, and 
took her sacred oatli on it. May God forgive 
lier. Monsieur Jacipies, as irviileiilly^ she per¬ 
jured herself. The constables began to get' 
cross. Your father rcasoni.’d well with 'them)^, 
and took them to have a drink with him, aftpK 
which tho3^ parted quite friendly. Mcuinwbd®; 
yonr mother went after me to the Thre&J 
Maids, where I was soliciting alms according" 
to the holy nik.*s of my order. She sent me toS 
you to warn 3^01.1 that immediate flight is yo^* 
only safety, as the Lieu ten ;-.nt of Police woul4.* 
soon discover your retreat.” il- 

Listening to this sad news, I walked ^tfr; 
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a quicker step^ and wc passed the bridge of 
; ..Neuilly. 

: On the rather steep hill leading to the 

. circus^ the elms of which soon became visible, 
i. the littlc,friar said with a dying voice : 

“Your mother particularly ask(‘d me to warn 

■ you of the danger you are in, and handed to me 

a little bag she had secreted niuler her dress 
I cannot find it/* he add(;d, after having felt 
all over his body. “ 1 low do you expect me 
to find anything after losing ? She 

was devoted to Saint E^'rancis, and lavish of 
alms, and now' they have tr(*aled her like a 
harlot, and will shave lier head ; it*s heart¬ 
breaking to think that she will hv'k like? a 
milliuci’s doll, and be shipped in that statto 
America, w^Jiere she runs the risk of dying by 
fever and being eaten by cannibal savages.” 

When he ended this discourse with a .sigh 
wc had reachetl the circus. To the left, the 
inn of the Red Horse showed its r»)of over 
a double row of elms, its dormer window’s 
with their pulleys, while, under the foliage the 
gateway was to be seen wdde oj)eii. 

' ■■ I slackened my walk, and the little friar 

■ sat down on the roots of a tree. 

/'Friar Ange,** I said to him, "you inen- 
.\\tioned a satchel my dear mother handed 3^011 
.ii for me.” 

" Quite right ; she wished nu^ so to tlo,** 
Vl replied the little Capuchin, “ and I have 
V put it somewhere so safely that I cannot 
J:,ic;emember where, and you ought to know, 
t^'SiTonsieur Jacques, that I could not have 
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lost it for any other reason but from too much'. 
carefulness.” 

I rather sharply said that I ditl not believe 
he had lost the satchel, and should he not find 
it at once I would search for it niyseU. 

He understood and, si.q:hin£^ deeply, brought 
out from under his frock a little bag made, 
oi col )urcd calico, ;ind hand('d it to me. It 
('Oil tail led a crown ph'ce and a nu?dal with 
the etligy of the. J.llack Virgin of Chartres, 
wliicli I kissed fervently, shedding tears of 
teiideriK'ss and repentance. Tlu‘ lillle. friar 
took ont. (jf his large pockets a parcel of 
coloured prints and ])rayers. badly illuminated, 
made a rapid selection, un i gave me two or 
three of thi'in, tliose he (Considered the most 
us(.*ful to pilgrims, travellers, and all wandering 
p(.‘ople, saying : 

” They a re blessed and of good effect against 
dang(.;r ol death and .sickiu'ss. Von have 
only to rec'itc tlic text prinled on them, or 
to lay theiii on the skin of your body. I give 
them to you, M. Tac(iU'‘S, for the love of (lOd.,. 
Do not forget io give me. an alms. Keep in 
mind that 1 beg in the name of Saint Francis. 
He'll prot(c1 yon, without fail, if you assist- 
the most iiiiworlliy of his sons, and that..is: 
precisely myself.” 

Listening to his speedi, 1 saw in the doubt-, 
fill twilight a post-chaise and four come out 
of the gaten a^' of the Red Horse inn, heard the 
whips cracking and the horses pawing the' 
ground when the driver stop])ed on the high-;^ 
road, clos(7 to the tree on the roots of whiefi? 
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Friar Ange was sitting. It was not an 
ordinary post-chaise, but a very large, clumsy 
vehicle, having room to seat four, and a small 
coupt in front. 1 looked at it for a minute 
or two, when iij) the hill came M. d*.-\nquctil, 
with Jahel, carrxing several parcels under her 
doak and w(‘ariiig a mol>eap. M. Coignard 
followed tlu'in, loaded with live or six books 
wrapped up in an old thesis. When tliey 
reached the carriage the ]>ostbovs lowen**! the 
carriage sti‘jxs, and my beauliiiil mistress, 
raising Iut skirt like ri iKilUwui, asceiidi.d into 
the carriage, pushed from behind by !M. 
d*Anqiietil. 

I ran towaril^ them aiul shouted ; 

“ btop, Jahe) ! Slop, sir ! ” 

But the si‘dne(‘r only ])ushed th.e perfidious 
girl the more, .and her charming rounded 
figure quickly ilisappearcil. Iheparing Viim- 
self to climb afler her, oin- fool on the steps, he 
looked at me with surprise. 

“ Oh ! Monsieur 'fournebroche! Von 
would then lake from me all my mistresses ! 
Jahcl after ('atherine. Do you do it for a 
wager ? ” 

But T did not hear what he said, and eon- 
tiniued to call Jaht l, the whiU: Friar Angc, 
having risen from his seat iiiidiT the elm-tree, 
"cainc nj> to the carriage door, and olTeri'd to 
■;M. d’Anqnetil pictures of xSaint Roch, a pravvr 
to be recited during the shoeing of a horse, 
another against fever, and asked him for 
charity with a mournful voice. 

• \ I should have stopped there tlu' whole of the 

Q 
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night, calling Jahcl, if my good tutor had not 
got hold of me* and pushed mo inside the large 
com])arlm(*ul of the carriage, which he; entered 
after me. 

" J.el them have* the voufic by IhoKisclves,” 
he said to me*, “ and let travel in the large 
I fMn])artm(?nt. T have Ix'eii looking for you, 
'roiuiiobroche, ami, not 1o willihold anything 
from \on, had quite ina<le ii]> iny mind to 
depart without you when, happily, F dis¬ 
covered yoi: in company with I in* (.'.apuchin 
under yonder elm-lree. Wi* could not delay 
any longer, as M. de la (lueritiide ha^; given 
sharp orders to locdc c'Vi i '. where for us. He 
has a long arm. having lent mom-y lo Ihe king." 

The carriage was moving on, hnl Friar 
Ange clung to liie door, with hand out- 
stretclical, begging pitifully. 

I sank into the cushitm^. 


“ Alas, sir,” I exclaime#!, “ did you not tell 
me that jiihel was loek*. d in threi'foUl 

” My .-^on,” rej^lied my gooil inasltT, “ not 
too much eonlidence may be placed in 
womi-ii, who always play tlseir tricks on the 
jealous aiul their locks. If the door is dosed,, 
they jnrnj* out of the window. You have no 
idea, my dear Tourm'hroelu’, of the cunning 
of women, t he aiieienis lia\(* rejKjrted ad¬ 
mirable examples of it, an*I many a one you’ll 
find in ApuU ins, wiiere they are sprinkled like, 
salt in tlie ‘ Meiamorphos« s.’ Jhit tlic best 
example is givi*ii in an Arabian tale recently 
brought to Europe by M. Galand, and which 
I will tell you. 
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“ Schaiiar^ Sultan of Tart ary, and his 
brother, Schahzcnan, walked one day on the 
seashore, when they saw rise suddenly above, 
the waves a black coluniii, moving towards th(^ 
shore. /riK^y n^cogniseil it as a genie of the 
most ferocious kind, in the form of an im¬ 
mensely tall giant, carrying on his head a glass 
case locked with four iron locks. Hoth wc-rt? 
seized with dismay, so much so that tlu^y hid 
theniselvi's in the fork of a tree standing near.- 
The genie however eainc*. t>n slu.ie, iuio bniught 
the glass case to thi: lr(‘e where the two 
princes wen: hiding, 'then hi; lav down and 
soon went to slec'p. Mis outstretched legs 
reached the sea, and his breathing shook earth 
and heaven. During his terrifying repose the 
cover of the glass case ro^e by itself, and out of 
it came a woman with a majestic body and 
of the most perfect beaidy. She raised her 
head.” 

Here 1 interni])ted his narrati\'i:, which 1 
had hardly listened to, and e-xclaimial ; 

“ Ah ! sii, what do yo\i think Jaliol and 
M. d'Anrpielil are saying at lliis moment, all by 
themselves in the cini[}c ? ” 

“ I don't know,” n'plu;d my dear tutor : 
‘iit*s their business, not ours. But let me 
finish the Arabian tale, which is full of sense. 
YonVe iiitiTrnpted iiie inconsiderately, 
'J'ournebroche, at the very moment when the 
damsel, looking up, discovered the two princes 
in the tree. Slu* made them a sign to come 
down; but desirous as they were to respond 
to the appeal of a person of so much beauty, 
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they were afraid to approach so terrible a 
giant. Seeing that they hesitated she said to 
. them in an undertone : ‘ Come down at once, 
or I wake up the genie.* Her resolute and re¬ 
solved coiniU’jiance made them iindcTstaiid 
that it was not a vain threat, and that the 
as alscj the most pleasant, thing to do 
was to go down without delay, wiiich they 
did as (p.iietly as possible, so as not to wake the 
giant, ’.i'he lady, taking their hands, led them 
somewhat iii! tlu*r aw-ay under the tri-es, and 
gave them to understand very clearly that she 
W'as i(;a(ly at once to giv(* lu'rself to both. 
Gracefiillv th(‘y aecepti‘d the beauty’s coffer, 
and as they were iiien ol courage fear tlid 
not spoil their enjoyment. Having obtained 
from bf>lh what she iuul wished for, and seeing 
that each (}[ the two prince^ wore a ring, she 
asked them for tlieir ring.-. J^eturning to 
the glass case wh( re she lived, she took out of 
it a chaplet of rings, ami showed it to the 
princes. 

‘ Do you know what is th(‘ nu taning of 
this clia]jiet ol rings ? 'I'hey an; those of all 
the men for vjKJin 1 have had the same kind¬ 
ness a^ fur ytu.. Their luimber, all told, is 
ninety-eight. I ket;p them as souvenirs, for 
that same reaM»n^ and to (’onipleh'. the century 
1 have ask(‘d fur yours. Ami now to-day I 
have had a full hundred lovers, in spite of the 
vigilance and care of yonder giant, who never 
leaves me. Jiiay lock me in the glass case 
as much a.s he likes, and hide me in the depths 
of i he sea. I dcceiv*' liiin as ofteji as I please.’ 
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" That ingenious apologue,” added my good 
tutor, “shows you that the women of the Orient, 
who arc shut up and cloistered, arr* as cunning, 
as their sistcTs of the Occident, who are free 
of their niovenu*nU. Whenever a woman 
wants sonielliing th(‘re is no husband, lo\er, 
father,inlele, or tutor able to prevent Ikt carry¬ 
ing out Jier will. And tlu'ivfore, niy (tear boy, 
you ought not to be surprised that to dec(*ivo 
that old Mortlecai was but child’s i^lay foi- 
Jahel, whose ])er\'ersi* spirit made up of all 
the enteness of our she-geldings and thi' 
perfidy t)f tin* Ori«*ut. I gm-ss her to be as 
ardent in sensual pleasun*, as greedy alter 
gold and silv« r; iiltogethi-r a woithy desc.j'iul- 
ant ot the race of Aholah and Aluilibah. 

“ Sli(‘ is of an a<*itl and mordant bcanly, and 
I do not dc‘ny that soiik'Iuav she j*.\'(:il«‘s me, 
although age, sublime m*. ditati*)ns, and the 
miseru's of an agilali'd life havi* sudicieiilly 
mortified in iin' the hist of the th>.h. You’n^ 
suffering over tlu' succi'ss of trAnfpietil’s 
adventure with her,whiTeff»n‘ I ri'ckon t hat yon 
feel Tunch more than 1 do the sharp tooth of 
desire, and that jealousy is tearing yon. And 
that’s th<' reason you blanu* an action, irregular 
qgrtainly, contrarv to ^'nlgnr propriidy, but 
withal indiftereiit in character, or at lea.^1 not 
adding much to the universal evil. Inwardly 
you condemn me for having had a part in it, 
and yon fancy you defend the principle of 
chaste living when yon do nothing except 
from the prompting of your passions. Such 
is the way, my dear boy, that we colour for 
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the use of our own eyes our worst instincts. 
Human morals have no other origin. Confess/ 
•howevcT, that it would have been a pity to 
leave such a fine girl for a single day longer 
with that old lunatic. Ackiiowlcc%e that 
:VI. d’Aiujuctil, young and handsome, is a 
bettor uiato for .such a di'licions creature, and 
resign yourself to accept what cannot be, 
altered. Such wisdom is dilliciilt to practise ; 
but it would have been more ditticult still, had 
your own mi^iross been takt‘n from yon. In 
such a case you’d feel the iron teeth torture your 
flesh, lining your soul with images odious and 
precise 'I'his consideration, my boy, ought 
to ease yonr ]ire.sent siifierings. Hesides, life is 
full of labour and ])ain. It is this which evokes 
in ns the just hope of an eternal beatitude.” 

Thus spoke my gootl tutor, wliiU^ the elms 
of the king's highwtny passecl quickly before 
our eyes. I did not let him know that he 
irritated my griefs in trying to soothe them, 
and that he, vvitiioiit being aware of it, had laid 
his finger on my* wound. 

Our lirst stoppage was at Juvisy’, where we 
arrived in the rain early in the morning. 
Entering th(* post mn 1 found Jaliel in the 
corncT of the. fireplace, where five or six fowls 
were roasting on a spit. She was warming her 
feet, and showed ])art of a silken stocking/ 
which was a great trouble for me, because it 
brought hc?r leg to my mind. I seemed to. 
see all the beauty of her satin skin, the down, 
and all other striking circumstances. M/i 
d’Anquetil was leaning on the back of the chair 
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whereon she was sitting, holding her cheeks 
with his hands. He called her his soul and his 
life, asked her if slie was liiingry, and on her 
saying yes, he wcjit cmL to givi^ the neo.-ssary' 
orders. 

Remaining alorii* with the unfaithful one I 
looked ill lu r eves, whicli reflcet(;d the flames 
of th(.‘ fire. 

“ Ah ! Jalu'l,” I exclaimeil, 1 am very 
unhappy; you have betrayed me, aiul you no. 
longer lov(‘ nu.‘.” 

'* Who says that I do not love you any 
more ? " she asked, and looked at me witli her 
velvety eyes of llaiiu*. 

“ Alas ! mademoisi'Ile, your cond’irt shows 
it s;iniei<‘nt I\." 

“lint, Jaecpies, could you envy tlie 
troussi'au of l)utcli linen and the godroon 
plate that the gentleman is to present im; with ! 

I only ask for your f(n*bearanee till lit* has Inl- 
tilled his promises, and after that ytni’ll sec 
that 1 am still to yon as 1 was at the (.'rnix- 
des-Sablons.'* 

“ And in the. mean lime, Jahel ? Alas! 
he will enji.>y your favours.” 

“ I feel,” she replied, “ that that will be a 
trifle, and that nothing will efface the strength 
.of tlic feeling \'Ou havl^ iiispin*d me with. j)o 
.not tornu'iiL yonrsclf with such mere 
nothings ; they an^ tinly of value by your 
idea of them.” 

“ Oh ! ” 1 ex'claimed, “ my idea of them is 
horrible, and I am really afraid that 1 shall 
not be able to survive vour treachers'.” 
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She looked at me with a somewhat mocking', 
sympathy, and said with a smile : /■ 

“ Believe me, my friend, neither of us will, 
die of it. Think, Jacques, that I am in want. 
of plate and linen. Be prudent, do not show 
the feelings that agitate you, and I promise. 
to reward you for your discretion, later on." 

This hope softened somewhat juy poignant, 
grief. The innkeeper’s wife laid on the table 
the lavender-scented cloth, the jicwter plates, 
goblets and pitchers. T was very hungry, 
and when M. d’Anquetil, in company with the 
abb6, re-entered tlie dining.-hall, inviting us to 
eat a morsel with him, 1 willingly sat down 
betw'ccn Jahcl and my dear old tutor. We 
were afraid of being followed, so after having 
put a\vay three omelets and a couple of spring 
chickens we resumed our journey. We re¬ 
solved, seeing the danger of pursuit, to pass 
every halting plac<^ without stopping as far 
as Sens, where we decided to stay the night. 

My imagination w^c-nt horribly to that 
night at Sens, thinking that there Jahel's 
treachery would be completed. And so much' 
was I trotiblcd by those but too legitimate 
apprehensions that I listened with but half an 
ear to the discourse of my good master, tgi' 
whom every trifling incident of our joumey^^ 
suggested the most admirable reflections. 

My jealous fears werc^ not groundless.'^ 
We alighted at the best inn at Sens, ■ 
that paltry hostelry of The Armed Man.' 
Supper hardly over, M. d'Ajiquetil took- 
Jahel with him to his room, which was next 
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i- to mine. You may believe that I could not 
enjoy a wink of sleep. Jumping out of bed 
.‘■at daybreak, I left my chamber of torture. I 
‘.’seated myself under the waggoner’s porch, 
r. where tjie postboys drank white wine and 
; played the deuce with the servants. I re¬ 
mained there two or three hours contemplating 
my misery. The horses were already 
harnessed when Jahel appeared under the 
. porch, shivering all over, under her black 
cloak. I could not bear the sight of her, and 
. turned my moistened eyes away. She came 
to me, sat closer to me on the stone, and told 
me sweetly not to be disconsolate, as what I 
thought monstrous was but a trifle ; that one 
has 10 be reasonable ; that I was too much a 
man of spirit to want a woman for my.self 
alone ; that if one* wished for that one had to 
take a housekeeper without brains or beauty, 
and even then it was a big risk to run. 

. “ And now, Jacques,” she added somewhat 
hurriedly, ” I must leave you, and quickly ; 
I can hear the steps of M. d’Anquetil descend- 
’. ing the stairs.” 

She pressed a hasty kiss on my burning 
fjlips, giving and prolonging it with the violent 
^'^voluptuousness of fear, as the spurred boots 
■.■t;.oi her sweetheart made the w'ooden steps of 
r^^he stairs croak, and the intriguer was in fear 
i-Jpf losing her Dutch linen trousseau and her 
;- 'gbdroon silver pot. 

, The postboy lowered the steps of the coupt^ 
'v'but M. d’Anquetil asked Jahel if it would not 
more pleasant to travel all four together in 
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the large compartment^ and I recognised that';^ 
that was the first effect of his intimacy with': 
Jahcl^ and that the full satisfaction of his.^ 
desires had loft it less agreeable to be aloheV 
with her. My good old tutor had ta^ken care -; 
to provide himself with five or six bottles of ;, 
white wine from the cellar of The Armed Man^ 
which he laid under the cushions, and which, 
we drank to overcome thi.^ monotony of the 


journey. 

At mid-day we arrived at Joigny, a neat and 
pretty town. Foreseeing that my ready 
monev would be all used before wc could 
arrive at the cud of our journey, and finding 
the idea intolerable of letting M. d'AnquetU 
pay my part in th(^ travelling expenses unless 
I was compelled to do so by the most un-, 
avoidable necessity, 1 resolved to sell a ring 
and a medallion, gifts from my mother, and 
went about the town in quest of a jeweller, 
ready to buy them. I disco\'ered one in the 
square oppoiiite the church, who sold crosses 
and chains in a shop under the sign of The 
Good Faith. What was my astonishment* 
to find in this very shop, before the counteT,\- 
my good master, showing to the jeweller live,; 
or six little diamonds, and asking the shqp-V 
man what price he would offer for thdse^ 
stones. I recognised them immediately a's'^ 
those which M. d*Asterac had shown us. £ 

The jeweller examined the stones, an^d^ 
looking at the abb^ from under his spectacle 
said: ‘ 

“ Sir, these stones would be of great value:^ 
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a they were genuine. But they are not^ and 
»no touchstone is needed to find that out. 
These are nothing but glass beads^ good only 
■for children to play with, or to be used in the 
•crown ot a village Holy Virgin, where they 
would have a charming effect/’ 

Having listened to that reply, M. Coignard 
picked uj) his diamonds and turned his back on 
the jeweller. In so doing he became aware 
■of my presence, and looked rather confused 
over it. 1 brought niy busins.^ss to an end 
promptly, and mt’(?ting my dear old tutor at 
the shop (.l(K>r I mildly reproached him with 
'the wrong he had done to himself, as well as to 
his companions, by taking these stones, which 
for Ins greater guilt might have been real. 

“ My son,” he replied, ” God, to keep me 
innocent of crime, willed these stones to be 
false and a mere .sham. 1 avow to you 
' that I did wTong to take them. You seem 
sorry about it ; iL*s a leaf of my life’s book 
I should like to tear out, like some others not 
so neat and immaculate as they ought to be. 
I. understand deeply all that is reprehensible 
my conduct. But no man has a right to be 
^entirely cast down when he is faulty, and just 
;;hgw, and in this special case, I think I ought 
■ftp say of myself, in the w'ords of an illustrious 
learned man : ' Considei your great frailty, 

vbf which you make but too often a show ; 
fand withal it is for your salvation that such 
things should rise up in the road of your life. 
ever5^hing is lost for you if oftentimes 
,yiy6u find yourself afflicted and rudely tempted; 
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and if you succumb to temptation you’re % 
man, not a god ; you’re flesh and blood*^- 
not an angel. How could you expect to?^ 
remain always in a state of virtue when the-^ 
angels in heaven and the first man- in Eden-, 
could not remain faithful to virtue ? ’ Such - 
iiT(\ my dear Touriiebr(x:hc, the only con-V 
versatioiis adapted to the present state of my ... 
soul. Hut, after this unha]^py occurrence,y 
which I do not wish to dwell on longer, is it. 
not time to return to the inn, there to drink, 
in company with the postboys, who are 
simplemindod and of easy intercourse, one or 
more bottles of countrv wir:e ? ” 

1 quite agri'cd, and we soon reached the 
hostelry, where we found M. d’Anquetil, who, 
returning like onrsedves from the town, had 
brought some playing cards. He played a', 
game, of piquet with my tutor, and when we'" 
resumed our journey they continued to play 
in the carriage. That rage for play which'.- 
occupied my rival gave me occasion for an, 
undisturbed conversation with Jahel, who. 
liked very mucli to chat with me;, since she 
was left to herself. Her talk had a kind 
bitter sweetness for me. Reproaching her for^^ 
her perfidy and unfaithfulness, I gave vent Apt, 
my grief in feeble or violent complaints. 

“ Alas ! Jahel! ” I said, " the memory^ 
and the image of your tenderness, whichg 
made but lately my dearest delight, hay^^ 
become a cruel torture to me when I think^. 
that to-day you belong to another person^ 
whereas formerly you were mine.” ..: 




ON THE LYONS ROAD 



She replied: 

V ’ A woman does not behave equally to all 
v^men.” 

' / And when I prolonged my lamentations 
jand reproaches to excess she said : 

" I am quite aware that I have caused you 
''Some pain. But that is no reason for you 
to plague me a hundred times a day with your 
/.useless moans.” 

P M. d*Anquetil when he lost in a 

. bad temper and molested Jaiiei, while she^ 
anything but patient, threatened to write to 
■ her Uncle Mosaide to come and fetch her 
back. 'Fhesc quarrels were at Jirst rather 
pleasant to me, and gave me no small 
. hopes ; but after a repeated renewal of them 
I became rather anxious, as they were always 
followed by impetuous reconciliations, which 
exploded suddenly into kisses and lascivious 
whisperings. M. d’Aiiquetil could hardly bear 
. my presence. He had on the other hand a 
.vivid tenderness for my good tutor, which he 
" well deserved for liis always joyful humour 
./apd the incomparable elegance of his mind. 
>^.They played and drank together with a daily 
'/"growing sympathy. Knee to knee, so as to 
.iJstQady the table whereon they played cards, 
•;^.ihey laughed, bantered, chaffed each other, 
jt^ihd if occasionally they became angry, and 
|jjthi:ew the cards in one another’s face, and 
p5^iv.ore at each other with such oaths as would 
^ive made the boxers of Port Saint Nicolas 
the bargemen of the Mail blush, M. 
|^|[[Anquetil swore by God Almighty, the Holy 
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Virgin and all the saints^ that in all his lifc/r; 
he had never met with a worse thief than th^"'^ 
Abb6 Coignard. Notwithstanding it remained;* 
clearly evident that he liked my good tutor ;v 
and it was a real pleasure^ as soon as one of ^ 
these quarrels had terminated^ to listen to bis > 
laughter as he said : 

“ Abb6, you'll be my almoner and play ' 
piquet with me. You’ll also have to hunt 
with us. In the remotest corner of the Perched 
we will loul: out for a horse strong enough 
to carry your weight, and you’ll get hunting 
clothes like the ones I saw worn by the Bishop ■ 
of Uz65 . It is, besides, high time you had a 
new suit of clothes ; youi breeches, abb6, 
hardly keep on your behind.” 

Jahel also inclined towards the irresistible 
charm with which my dear tutor inlluenccd all 
mankind. She made up her mind to repair, 
if possible, all the disorders of his dress. ’ 
First she tore up one of her own gowns and, 
used the piiices to patch up the coat and^ 
breeches of iiiy venerable friend ; she also [ 
made him a present of a laced handkerchief, 
to use it as a band. My good tutor acceptedi 
these little pre-ents with a dignity full of ., 
graciousness. More than once I liad occasipn^ - 
to observe that he was a gallant when talkiiig'? 
to women. H(' took a lively interest in them;y 
without ever showing the slightest indiscre?^ 
tion. He praised them with the science of a- 
connoisseur, giving them counsels out of 
long experience, diffusing over them the 
limited indulgence of a heart always ready 
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forgive any kind of human weakness^ and 
withal, never omitted any occasion to make 
;them understand the great and useful truths., 

We arrived on the fourth day of our journey 
at Montbard, and alighted on a hill, from 
which we could overlook the whole town, 
which appeared in a small space as if it had 
been painted on canvas by a clever limner 
anxious to reproduce every detail. 

“ Look,” my dear old tutor said, “ on these' 
steeples, towers, roofs, w’hich ri;ic up out of the 
green. It is a town, and without actually 
searching for its history and name, it Ls wrell to 
contemplate it as the w'orthiest subject of 
meditation wo iiiiiy encounter on the surface 
of the world. As a fact any town furnishes 
material for speculations of the spirit. The 
postboys tell us that yonder Ls Montbard, a 
place utterly unknow'ii to me. Nevertheless I 
am not afraid to affirm, by analogy, that the. 
people living therein nsemble ourselves, are 
€ jotistic cowards, perlldious gluttons, dis- 
; solute. OtluTwise they could not be human 
..beings and descendants of Adam, at once 
; ''miserable and venerable, and in wiioin all our 
■^instincts, down to the most ignoble, have 
their august origin. The only possibly doubtful 
matter with yonder people, is to know if they 
*iare more inclined to food or to procreation. 


But a doubt is hardly permissible; a ])hilo- 
■r^pher will soundly opine that hunger is for 
'1 these unhappy ones a more pressing necessity 
^^than love. In the greenness of my youth I 
v'&elieved that the human animal is before all 
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things inclined to sexual intercourse. But. 
that was a wanton error, as it is quite clear, 
.that human beings are more interested in 
conserving their own life than in giving life to\l 
others. Hunger is the axis of humanity; 
but after all, as it seems to be useless to discuss 
the matter any further, 1*11 say, with your; 
pt j inission, that the life of mortals has two . 
poles—hunger and love. And here it is that 
one has to open ears and soul! These' 
hideous cieatiircs who are born only to devour “ 
or to embrace furiously, one the other, live 
together under the sway of laws which pre¬ 
cisely interdict their satisfying that double 
and fundamental coiicujuscencc. These 
ingenious animals, having become citizens, 
voluntarily impose on themselves all sorts of 
privations ; they ret>[)ect the property of their 
neighbours, which is prodigious, if you take 
their avaricious culture intjiD consideration; 
thiiy observe the rules of inodi-sty, which is an 
enormous hypocrisy, but generally consists in 
but seldom s])eaking of that of which they 
think without ceasing. Then, let's be true aiid 
honest, gentlemen, when we look on a woman,. 
we do not attach our thoughts to the beauties 
of her soul or the pleasantness of her spirit,; 
when we aj»proach her we have in view 
principally her natural form. And the.’ 
amiable creatures know it so well that they*'- 
have their dresses made by the fashionabre> 
dressmakers, and take good care not only not. 
to veil their charms, but to exaggerate themt 
by all sorts of artihees. And Mademoiseltd: 
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who certainly is not a savage, would 
distressed if, on her, art had gained the 
'^I^vantage over nature to such a degree as to 
OTevent the fulness of her bosom and the 
nroundness of her thighs being seen. And so 
that, since Adam’s fall, we see mankind 
TOingry and incontinent. Why do they, when 
^semblcd in towns, impose on themselves 
![priyations of all kinds, and submit to a rule 
^ life contraiy to their own corrupted nature ?’ 
Tt is said that they find it advantageous, and 
that they feel that their individual security 
^depends on such restriction. But that would 
vbe to suppo.se them to have too much reasoning 
fpower, and, what's more, a false reasoning, 
because it is absurd to save one's life at the 
.expense of all that makes it reasonable and 
^valuable. It is further said that fear keeps 
[them obedient, and it is true that prison, 
*;^jgallows and wheels arc excellent assurers of 
^jgubmission to existing laws. But it is also 
?fertmn that prejudice conspires with the laws, 
^i^d it is not easy to see how compulsion could 
[ave been universally established. Laws are 
i|d-to be the necessary conformity of things ; 
Sit we have become avrare that that confor- 
^ty is contradictory to nature, and far from 
ig necessary. Therefore, gentlemen. I'll 
i^^k'fbr the source and origin of the laws not 
^;imn, but outside man, and I should think 
being strangers to mankind they derive 
God, who not only formed with His 
mp^'piysterious hands earth and water, plants 
Jinimals, but the people also, and human 
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society. I’m inclined to believe that the laiif 
come direct from Him, from His first decalog^' 
and that they are inhuman because they s 
divine. It must be well understood that _ 
here coiibider the codes in the ir principles an^jj 
in their essence, without taking note of thef 
ridinilou'- diversities and then pitiable '*oj 
plications. The details of customs and pj 
scriptions, the written as well as the oraj^ 
man’s work, and to be des])iscd. But do no 1 
let us be atrciid to lecognise that the town* 
is a divine institution. As a result, every 
goveniinent ought to be theocratic. On^^ 
priest, famous for the ]>art he look in the- 
declaiation of 1682, M. BosMiet, was not in' 
error, when he wanted to foim the rules of 
polity aftei the maxims of the Scriptures ; and^ 
if he has pitiably faiU'd in this endeavour, yotti 
have to accuse the' w'caknes-s of liis genius 
alone, which was too narrowly attached to 
examples taken from the books ot Judges an<f^ 
Kings, without seeing that God, when 
works on this worhl, iiroportions Himself tfl[ 
time and space, 9iid know^s the difference 
tween Frenchmen and Israelites. The cilj 
established under His true and sole legitimQil 
authority will not be the town of Joshua, S9.) 
and David ; it wiU rather be the town oij* 
gospels, the town of the poor, where worf’ 
man and prostitute will not be hunuliatedCl 
the Pharisee. Oh, sirs, how excellent it WQl 
be to extract from the Scriptures a pg| 
more beautiful and more saintly than 
wrhich was extracted therefrom by that 
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sterile M. Bossuet! What a city, more 
^ abnious than that erected by the sounds 
JJhe l3nre of Orpheus, could be built on the 
dms of Jesus Christ, on the day when His 
^^(^ts, no more sold to emperors 'and kings, 

* ^bifest themselves as the true princes of the 
;6ple! ” 

VWiile, standing round my good master, we 
Si^t^ed to his discourse, we were, without 
Noticing it, surrounded by a troop of bi'ggars, 
j^ho,.limping, shivering, spitting, frightening 
the sparrows, shook their swellings and 
deformities, spreading evil smells and suffocat¬ 
ing us with their blessings. They struggled 
passionately for some small silver pieces M. 
d*Anquetil threw among them, fell to the 
’^ound, and rolled in the dust. 

. '* “ It’s painful to look on these people,” said 
Jahel with a sigh. 

j..^“That pity,” said M. Coignard, “suits 
you.like a jewel. Mademoiselle Jahel; your 
Mghs ornament your bosom heaving under 
i)^em like a breath each of us would like to 
i^§phe from your lips. But allow me to say 
^^fsuch tenderness, which is not less touch- 
rbi|Trom being an interested one, troubles you 
iTapJly by a comparison of yonder miserable 
^gs with yourself, and by the instinctive 
that your young body touches, so to 
[^^fthis hideous, ulcerated and mutilated 
ais in truth it is bound and attached to 
ijn as far as members of Our Lord Jesus 
j|.. In consequence you cannot look on 
|^,jrorruption of a human body without 



?: 2661 P^^E QXJEEN 'EEDAUQUEl 

, seeing it at the same time as a possibim 
your own body. And these wretches'" 

^ shown themselves to you like propuetj 
announcing that sickness and death are thi^fG 
of the family of Adam in this world. -For tf' 
very reason you sighed, mademoiselle. 

“ As a fact, there is not the slightest reasbi 
to believe yonder ulcerated and verminoif! 
beggars less happy than kings and queens. I 15 
must not be said that they are poorer, if, as 
appears, that 'farthing picked up by tlm€ 
crippled woman, and which she presses on hei§ 
heart in frantic joy, seems to her more preciousTs 
than a pearl collar is to the mistress of a prince^? 
bishop of Cologne and Salzburg. To really^ 
understand our spiritual and true interests yr&l 
should rather envy the. life of that cripple wbd^ 
crawls towards us on his hands than that p'£^ 
the King of France or the Emperor of Germanyls 
Being equal before God, they perhaps hav^ 
peace in their hearts, which the other has nd,t,| 
and the invaluable treasure of innocenceyl 
But hold up your petticoats, mademoiselle, fog 
fear that you introduce the vermin with whi<^ 

I see they are covered.” . . ^ 

Such was my good tutor’s speech, an 4 :^€ 
all listened willingly. 

At the distance of three leagues f: 
Montbard, one of the harnesses brokfc, and,;^, 
postboys having failed to bring rope'>3^ 
them, we were detained on the road, as .i 
place of the accident was far from any huh 
dwelling. My good master and M. d’Aii^^ 
whiled away the time by card playihg^^ ^ 
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^Sympathetic quarrels, of which they had made . V 
fftr’habit. While the young nobleman was 
^mprised to see his opponent turn up the, 
j^ing oftener than seemed possible by the laws 
’'Of chan^, Jahel, full of emotion, asked me 
^in a whisper if 1 could not see behind us a 
^'carridge in one of the turnings of the road. 
T^okmg back to the place she indicated, I 
could actually sec a kind of Gothic vehicle 
of a ridiculous and strange form. 

“ Yonder carriage,” said Jahei, “ stopped at 
the same moment as ours. That means that 
we are followed. I am curious to discover 
the features of the people travelling in that 
vehicle. I feel very uneasy about it. Does 
not one of the travellers wear a very narrow 
and high headgear ? The carriage very much 
resembles the one in which my uncle brought 
me, when a child, to Paris after he had killed the 
Portuguese. It remained, I believe, in one 
of the coach-houses at the Castle of Sablons. 
^It really seems to be the same, of horrible 
memory, because 1 remember my uncle in it, 
ftfunimg with rage. You cannot conceive, 
IJjacques, how violent his hate is. I myself 
to bear his rage the day 1 came away. 
:np locked me in my room and vomited the 
’benost horrible curses on the Abb6 Coignard. I 
ifver when I think what his rage must have 
when he found my room empty and the 
leets still attached to the window by which 
left to fly with you.” 

. " You ought to say with M. d'Anquetil.” 
How punctilious you are I Did we not 
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depart together ? Yonder carriage toriiL^^ 
me, it is sc much like my uncle's.” . ' rX?'. 

” Be sure, Jahcl, that it’s the carriage'J^f 
some honest Burgundian, who goes about jtip 
business and does not think of us.” ^ 

"You don't know,” said Tahel. 
afraid.” 

" You cannot fear, however, that your uncl| 
could run after you in his state of decrepitude^ 
He does not occupy himself with anything 
cabala and Hebraic dreams.” 

" You don't know him,” she replied, anl^: 
sighed. " He is occupied with naught but my^;^ 
self. ?Ie loves me as much as he hates th^^^j 
rest of the universe. He loves me in 


manner- 


II 


a*^ 


me. 


" In a manner ? ” 

" —In all the manners—in short he loves 






Jahel, I shudder to hear you. Gpod^^i* 
heavens : that Mosaidc loves you without thai^ 
disinterestedness which is so admirable in aii® 
old man, and so well suited for an uncle ? Teljp 
me all, Jahel—all! ” 

"Oh! you can tell it better than J[j 
Jacques." 

" I remain stupid. At his age, igr 
possible ? ” . 

" My dear friend, your skin is white, ri|nj 
your soul also. Everything astonishes ^ 

That candour is your most striking chaj 
You’re deceived by anyone who wants.^.^ 
deceive you. They make you believe j " 
Mosaide is a hundred and thirty yeai^. 
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is hardly older than sixty. They told 
that for years he lived in the Great 
amid^ but as a fact he has been a banker 
ft’Lisbon. And it depended only on me to* 
in your eyes as a Salamander.” 

What, Jahel, do you tell the truth ? 

■jy bur uncle- 

“ Yes, and that is the secret of his jealousy, 
believes the Abbe Coignard to be his rival. 
^jHe disliked him instinctively, at first sight, 
^^ut it is a great deal worse since h.e overheard 
/a few words of the conversation I had with 
;!that good abb6 in the thorn bush, and I’m sure 
•he hates him now as the cause of my flight and 
hiy elopement. For, after all, I’ve been 
^abducted, my friend ; a fact that ought to 
ubiihancc my worth in your eyes. I was cer- 
■-tainly very ungrateful to leave so good an 
^uncle. But I could not endure any longer the 
^^very he kept me in. And I also had an 
'^ardent wish to become rich, and it is very 
^natural, is it not, to wish for all the good 
^jthings when one is young and prettj^ ? We 
l^have but one life, and that is short enough. 
iSp one has taught me all the line lies about the 
^immbrtality of the soul.” 

, “ Alas ! Jahel,” I exclaimed, in an ardour of 
love, provoked by her own coolness. ” Alas I 
not want anything else with you at the 
^h&teau des Sablons. VVhat was wanting for 
happiness ? ” 

^^She' made me a sign to show that M. 
^^quetil was observing us. The harness 
been repaired and our carriage rolled on 
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again along the road bordered oh both sideiijj 
. by vineyards. 

We stopped at Nuits to sup and to sleepf.| 
‘ My dear tutor drank half-a-dozen bottles ofS 
Burgundy, which wanned u]) his eloquence.^ 
niar\'i*llously. M. d’Anquetil kept hi^r 
company, glass in hand, hut to hold his own-; 
in conversation also was a thing of which thi^i 
nobleman was not quite capable. 

The meat was good, beds were bad..^ 
M. Coignard sl<!pt in the low(‘r chamber, under - 
the stairs, in the same fi'atlier bod with the 


host and his wife, and all thn'O thought they 
would be suffocated. M. d'Aiupietil with 
Jahel took the upstairs room, where the bacon 
and the onions were suspended on hooks 
driven into the ceiling. 1 myself climbed by , 
means of a ladder t(j a loft and stretched out- 


on a bundle of straw. Being awakened by the' 
moonlight, a ray of which fell into my eyes, 
I suddenly saw JalKd in her night-cap coming^ 
through tlui tiap door. At a cry that I gave: 
she put her finger to her lips. 

" Hush ! ” she said to me, " Maurice is asv 
dnmk as a stevedore and a marciuis. 
sleeps the sleep of Noah.” 

“ Who is Maurice ? ” I inquired, rubbin|f 
my eyes. 

" tt*s Anquctil. Who did you think itj 
was?” 

“ Nobody, but I did not know that liifi^ 
name was Maurice.” 

“ It*s not long that I knew it myself,' bu£ 
never mind." ■ 



ON THE LYONS ROAD 265 :' 

y{. -'You are rights Jahel, it’s of no im- 
jTi^riance.” 

ji*. ;She was in her chemise, and the nioonlighl;, 
Ifeil like drops of milk on her naked shoulders. 
'She slipped down at my side, called me by 
■^e sweetest of names and by the most horrid 
: of coarse names, in whispers sounding out 
■of her lips like heavenly murmurs. And then 
ishe became dumb, and kissed me with the 
kisses she alom? was able to give, and in ■ 
...comparison with which the ciri..'iM'.s of any 
'•other woman were but an insipidity. 

The constraint and the. silence enhanced the 


furious tension of niy nerves. Surprise, the 
■joy of revejige, and, perhaps, a somewhat 
pervci'sc jealousy ijillanied niy desires. The 
elastic firmness of her llesli and the supple 
/■violence of the movements wherewith she 


enveloped mi^ demanded, promised, and 
'deserved the most ardent caresses. We bc- 


;;came aw'are, during that wonderful night, 
;'..of voluptuousness the abyss of which borders 
;.':on .suffering. 

When 1 came dow'ii to the innyard in the 
liniorning I met M. d’Anquetil, who, now that 
•*^I had deceived him, appeared to me less odious 
. tlian formerly. On his part he felt better 
^inclined to me than he had yet done since 
started on our travels. He talked 
^Jamiliarly to me, with sympathy and con- 
^drace, his only reproach was that I did not 
gsj^dw to Jahel all the regard and attention 
^he deserved, and did not give her the care an 
^^^est man ought to bestow on every woman. 
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' She complains,” he said, ” of your want^^f 
of civility- Take care, my dear Tournebroche; 

I should be sorry for a difference to arj^^^ 
between her and yourself. She’s a pretty-^ 
girl, and loves me immensely.” 

The carriage had rolled on for more thaii'^i 
an hour when Jahel put her head out of the: * 
coach window and said to me : 

“ The other carriage has reappeared. I"-, 
should like to discover the features of the two ’ 
men who occupy it, but I cannot.” 

I replied that at such a distance, and in ’ 
the morning mist, it w'^ould bo impossible to 
discern them. 

But,” she exclaimed, “ those are not faces.” ■' 
What else do you wunt them to be ? ” I , 
questioned, and burst out laughing. 

Now, in her turn, she inqniri‘d of me what 
silly idea had sprung into my brain to laugh 
so stupidly and said : 

“They are not faces, they arc masks.:' 
Yonder two men follow us and are masked.” ;■ 

I informed M. d’Anqiujtil that seemingly -^ 
an ugly carriage follow'od us. But lie asked/’i 
me to let him alone. 

” If all the hundred thousand devils 
on our track,” he exclaimed, ” I should not 
care a rap for it as I have enough to do to loof:^ 
after that obese old abb^ who plays his tricks^^ 
with the cards in the most artful way, and whpj 
robs me of my money. I almost suspeej,; 
Tournebroche, you call my attention to yondp^^ 
coach for thc^ purpose of aiding and abettihgf 
that old sharper. Cannot a carriage be.q)a^ 
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■\.th6 same road as ours without causing you 
V^xiety ? ” 

^‘v^Jahel whispered to me : 

” “ I predict, Jacques, that yonder carriage* 
I'brings' trouble for us. I have a presentiment 
'/of it, and my presentiments have never failed 
.'to come true.*’ 

“ Do you want to make me believe that you 
have the gift of prophecy ? ” 

Gravely, she replied : 

> “ Yes ; I have.” 

" What, you are a prophetess ! ” I cried, 

. smiling. ” Ht?re is sometliing strange ! ” 

" You sneer and you doubt because you 
have never seen a projihetcss so near at hand. 
Hovv did you wish them to look ? ” 

I thought that they must be virgins.” 
That’s not necessary,” she replied, with 
^ assurance. 

The threatening carriage had disappeared 
: at a turning of the road. Hut Jahel’s un¬ 
easiness had, without his acknowledging it, 
impressed M. d’Anquetil, who ordered the post- 
./bpys to hurry their horses, promising them 
|.extra good tips. And by an excess of care 
fhe passed to each of them a bottle of the wine 
■; that the abbo had placed in reserve in the 
jfcottom of the carriage. 

The postillions made their horses feel the 
^stimulus that the wine gave to them. 

” You can calm yourself, Jahcl,” said he; 
I/'* at the speed we are going that antique 
h,;coach, drawn by the horses of the Apocalypse, 
^iU never catch us.” 




Cl 


If 



268 ■ THE QUEEN PEDAUQXJ]E 


■ • ■ IM 

“ We run like cats on hot bricks,” said the:;! 
abb^. ' ' ^ 


“ If only it would last! ” said Jahel. ' < 

We saw the* vineyards on our right disappeari^i 
rapidly. On the left the l^ivcr Sadiie 
slowly. I-ike a hurricane we passed the bridge ; 
of Tounius. The town itsi^lf rose on the other ■ 


side of the river on a hill crowned by the walls . 
of an aLboy, proud as a fortress. 

‘'Thai/' said the abbe, “is one of the 
numberless llenedictine abb(?ys which are . 
strewn like so many gems on the. robe* of . 
ecclcsiastiral (laiil. If it had pleased God 
that niy destiny should match my character 
I should have lived an ob>eiire life, gay and 
sweet, in one of these abcjili-s. 'I'here is no 
other religious ordi-r I hold hi such high' 
e.steem, for their dot.trines as well as for their 
morals, as the lk'in‘tlictin(?s. I'liey have ad-^ 
mirablc libraries. Happy hc‘ who wears their 
habit and follows their holy rules I It may. 
be from tlie inconvenient' I feel at this ' 


moment in being >^hakeji to pie.ces in this.' 
carriage, which no doubt will very soon be., 
upbct by sinking into one of the many holes of; 
this confounded road, or it may perhaps b^;. 


the effect of age, which is the time for retreaA.^ 
and gra.ve thinking, whatever be the cause 1| 
wish more ardently tlian I'vcr to scat myself at^ 
a tabic in one of those venerable galleries, whereS 
books plenty and choice are assembled 
quiet and silence. I prefer their eiitertaiii'-?- 
ment to that of men, and my dearest wisi^ 
is to wait, in the work of the spirit, for 




pN THE LYONS ROAD 



C.hour in which it will please God to call me 
»from this earth. I shall write history, and by 
tJ'preference that of the Romans at the decline 
%oi the Republic, because it is full of great 
^Actions• and examples. I’ll divide my zeal 
V between Cicero, Saint John Chrysostom and 
.Boethius and my modest and fniillul life 
would resemble the garden of tlie old man of 
Tareiilum. 


■ "I have exjierienced different manners of* 
living, and 1 lliink tlu‘ best is lo give oneself 
to study, to look on })eaei‘fnllv at the vicissi- 
■ tudes ot men, and to |>rolong, l)y the s])i*.clacle 
'of centuries and (ani>iros, the brevity of our 
days, lint oriler and eontinuity aie needed. 
And liiat’s the very thing that has alvva 3 's been 
wanting in my existence. If, as I hope, I am 
able to disentangit' m^'self fioin the bad 
/.position I’m in just now. I’ll do my best to 
‘ find an hoiKairabU^ and safe asylum in some 
' learned abbey wlu.Me bojuirs iJitrcs an* ln.*ld 
.in honour and resp(.*et. I can see 1113 -self 
. there alrcadv, enjoving the illustrious p'acc 
‘/of science. Could 1 ol)tain the good ofhccs 
?^of the Syl]ili a.ssistaiits of whom that old fool 
^;d*Asterac speaks, and who appear, it is said, 
^^hen thc 3 ^ arc invoked by tlie cabalistic naiiK' 
®bf Agla-^^— 

y At the verv’ moment niv df'ar Inlor spoke 

t these words a violent shock brought clown 
^ ^’rain of glass on our heads, in such confusion 
g^that I felt mv'self blinded, as well as suflocated 
^?^der Jahel’s petticoats, while the abbe com¬ 
plained in a smothered voice that M. 
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d’AnquetiFs sword had broken the remainder^ 
of his teeth, and over my head Jahel screaih^l 
fit to tear to pieces all the air of the Burgundiati^) 
valleys. M. d'Aiiqiietil, in rough, barrack-^; 
room styli', promised to get the postboys;^ 
hanged. When at last I was able to rise, h^l 
had alreatly jumped out through a broken.^ 
window. We followed him, iny dear tutor? 
and 1, by the same c?xit, and then all three oft 
us pulled Jahel out of the overturned vehicle." 
No harm had bi:en done to her, and her first 
thought was to adjust her head-dress. 

“ Thank God ! ” said my tutor, “ I have not- 
suffered any othcT damage than the loss of 
a tooth, and that was iieitlier whole nor 
white. Time had already effected its 
decay.** 

M. d*Anciue.til,legs astride and arms akimbo, 
examined the carriagi*. 

“ The rascals,'* he said, " have jnit it in a 
nice state. If the. liorsj.'s an; got uj) they will' 
break it all to pieces. Abbe, that carriage' 
is no good fin anything else but to play^ 
spillikins with.” .. 

The horses had fallen top.sy-tur\'y, one 0]i| 
the other, and we:e kicking furiously. In a'^ 
heap of croups and legs and steaming bellies,^ 
one of the postboys was buried, his boots 
the air. The other was spitting blood in .tro^* 
ditch, when' he had been thrown, jifj 
d*Anquetil shouted to them : 

“ Idiots ! I really don*t know why I do 
spit you on my sw'ord.” . 

“ Sir/* said Abb6 Coignard, “ would 
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be'better to get that poor fellow out of the 
^.xniidst of these horses wherein he is en- 
jtangled ? ” 

?./■ We all went to work with a will, and when 
[ the hocscs wore fnnxl and raised we were able 
to discover tin*, cxtc’iit of the damage done. 
One of the springs was broken, one of the 
wheels also, and om^ of lh(‘ horses lame. 

■' “ Fetch a smith,” ordered M. d’Anquctil. 

' "There is no smith in the neighbourhood/* ■ 
was the postboy's reply. 

" A mechanic of some kind.” 

" There is none?.” 

"A saddler.” 

“ There is no saddler.** 

We looked round. Tt) the west the vine¬ 
yards extended tc) the horizon their long 
peaceful liiK's. On the hill smoke came out 
of a chimney near a steeple. On the other 
side, the SaoiK*, veiled by a light mist, lost 
itself slowly in the calm running of licr flowing 
waters. The. shatlows ot the poj)lars elongated 
themselves on the banks. The shrill cry of a 
bird pierced the dei'p silence. 

■' " Where are we ? ” asked M. d'Anquetil. 

y‘ ,At two full leagues from Tournus,” replied 
the postillion spitting blood, " and at least 
.sipur leagues from Macon.” 

'K And, extending his arm towards the smoking 
^ chimney : 

Up there, that village ought to be Vallars, 

: "^ut it*s not up to much.” 

Blast you!” roared M. d'Anquetil. 

1 ^'/:'JSVThile the horses stniggled we went near 
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the carriage, which was lying sadly on its-" 
side. ■ . ^ 

The little postboy who had been taken but^^ 
*froni Ihe midst of the horses said : 


“ As to the spring, that could be .mended;-^ 
by a strong piece of wooil. J t will only make 
the carriage shake? you nifire. But there is^ 
the broken wlieel! And, worst of all, my!^ 
hat is Hiulor it, smashed to j)ieccs.” o. 

“ Damn your hat I ” said M. d’An(]netil. 

“ Your lordship may in»t hi* aware that it 
w'as quite i\ew," was the ]'K^stboy's m(?c.*k reply. ’ 
“ And tJie window glasses are. biokcn ! ** 


sighed Jalie.l, seated on a portmanteau, at the ' 
sidtj of the mad. ;* 


If it wiT(? but the glasses,” said M.. 


Coignard, a remedy could soon be* found by 
lowering the blinds, but tlu* bottles cannot 
be in the same state as the windows. 1 must 


look to it as soon a^ the coach can be raised. 


I am also in fear for iny Boetiiin.*,, which I hadv 
placed under the cushions with some other, 
good books.” 

“It docs not inaiter,” *^10(1 M. d'.Anquetil... 
“ 1 havi; the cauls in my waistcoat pocket?.-.; 
But shall we lud gc*t any siij^per ? “ “V'] 


“ I had I hough t of it,” said the abbe. '* Ij^- 
is not in vain that (iod has given to the usfe 
of men the animals who crowd the earth, 
sky and the water. I am an £.*xccllent angler j'l 
the care nec(?ssary to allure the fish 
ticularly suits my meditative mind, and thef,! 
River Orne lias seen me managing my 
while meditating on the eternal veritte^l 
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; Do' not trouble over your supper. If Made- 
•;Jmoiselle Jahel will be good enough to give 
One of the pins which keep her garments 
Vj^ibgether I'll soon make a hook of it, to enable* 
*ime to fish in yonder river, and I flatter myself 
ft shall return before nightfall laden with two 
for three carp, that we will grill over a brush- 
■‘'vft)od fire." 

“ I am quite aware," said Jaliel, “ that wc 
, are reduced to souiowhat of a savage slate. 

But I couUl not give you a pin, abbe, without 
■' your giving ni<' sonietliing in (rxchaiigc for it ; 

: otherwise our fraiiulslii]) w'onid be jeopardised- 
And that I do not waul in auv cas**." 

w 

“ Then I will inak(‘ an advantageous ex¬ 
change, made.nlois(rll(^ ; I'll pay for your pin 
with a kiss." 

And, taking the pin out of Jahel's hand, he 
...kissed her on both cheeks with inconceivable 
courtesy, gracefulness and lii'.cenr.y. 

After having lost pli-nly of lime, a reasonable 
. step was at Iasi taken. 'Hie big ])osliUioii, 
/ who no longer .-*pat blood, was sent to 'J'ournus 
on one of the horses to bring back with him 
a blacksmith ; the other boy was ordered to 
;^‘'.T&ght a fire, as the air became fresh, and a sharp 
fr wind was rising. 

We discovered on the road, a hundred 
'Q^ces from the placv of our breakdown, a cliff 
Sfof soft stont.’, the foot of which was (piarric'd 
v 4 *in several placc.s. We resolved to wait in one 
y;^!bf those caves, narming ourselves iintil the 
^)t*eturn of the boy sen t to Tournus. The second 
tied the three remaining horses to the 
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trunk of a tree, near our cavern. The abbl6,'§^ 
who had made a fishing rod with the branch of ?fcS 
willow-tree, some string, a cork and a pin, SVefl^^ 
'a-fisliing as much for his philosophical 
meditative inclination as for the sake of bring^^ 
ing us back fish. M. d’Ancpielil, remaiiiinj^ 
with Jahel and mo in the grotto, proposed 
gaiTU' of Vombre j which is pliiy<\l by throe, and!^- 
which h«* said, being a Spanish game, was thei- 
very one for persons as a»lventurous as our-;*'^ 
selves. AjuI true it is that, in that quarry, in 
a deserted road, our little company would not •; 
have been unworthy to figure in some of they 
adventures of Don Quixote* in which menials '- 
tak(? such a strong interest. And so we played*--.. 
Vomhre, I committed a great many errors/.: 
and my impetuous partner got cross, when the ■ 
noble and laughing face of my good tutor be-.;' 
came visible at the lifdit of our fire. He untied c' 
his handkerchiid, and took out ol it some four 
or five small fi^h. which h(* opened with his; 


knife*, decorated with the image of the late'i 
king, dressed as a Roman emperor, standing*^ 
on a triumphal column ; and cleaned them with^^ 
dexterity, as if he had never lived anywher^iVi 
else than in the midst of the fishwomen 
the market. He excelled as much in trifle^ 
as in matters of the greatest importancS^pl^ 


Arranging the fish on the embers, he said : 

" T w'ill tell you, in all confidence, th4^^ 
following the river in search of a favourable:! 
place for fishing, I pcTceived the apocalypti^ 
coach wliich frightens Mademoiselle Jah^..: 
stopped somewhat behind our carriage.. 
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' •^buglit to have seen it pass by while 1 was hsh- 
:^jEigy and ’ mademoiselle’s soul ought to have 
comforted by it.” 

have not seen it,” n^plicd Jahel. 

Theij it may have niov».*d on only after the 
had become dark. But at least you 
Ivheard it nimbi ijig ? ” 

1 ■ ” We have not,” said Jahel. 
r ” It is then that this night is blind as well as 
■ deaf. It is not to be supposed that yonder 
?;'* coach, which hatl not a wheel brnkr*n, not a 
•. ‘horse lamed, would have remained stamling 
still on the road. What for ? " 


'V ” Yes, what for ? ” said Jahel. 

“Our supper,” said my good tutor, ” re- 
. minds mo of the simplicity of the repasts 
described in the Bible, wlu'.re the pious 
..traveller dividctl with an angel, on the bank 
of the river, the fishi^s of the Tigris. But wc 
. .‘are in want of bread, salt and wine. I’ll try 

■ to take out of oiir cemch provisions put 

■ 'there, and look if bv a fortunate chance some 
■'bottles have remained intact. There arc 


; Occasions when glass remains whole but steel 
. is broken. Touriiebrochc, my son, give me 
i'^bur steel; and you, mademoiselle, do not fail 
the grilling fish. I’ll be back in a 
S/iiioment.” 

>^'•110 left. His somewhat heavy tread 
.^&undGd in a de crescendo, and soon wc could 
^iear him no more. 

■^..“This very night,” said M. d'Anquetil, 
r^^.reiriinds inc of the night before the battle of 
^Pljraia. You may be aware that I have served 



276 THE QUEEN PEDAUQUE" 

under Villars and been in the War of Succession.'^. 


-V* ■ ■ 





I was with the scouts. We could not see ^yr] 
thing. That’s one of the best ruses of war.j^>* 
Men arc sent out to reconnoitre the enem^v! 
who return wit lion t having reconnoitred any;:^ 
thing. But n^ports are drawn up, afte 
battle, and llien it is that the tact^ 
are trininphant. Thus, at nine o*clo 
night, 1 was sent out scouting with twclvei; 
men-” 

And he f^avo us a narratives of the War of 
Succession and of his amours in Italv : his 
story luul lasted for well-nigh a rpiartcr of an 
hour when he i‘xc,laiiru'd ; 

“ I'hat rascal of an abbe does not come' 
back. 1 bet lie rlrinks all the wine which 
remnined in the coach.” 

Thinking that my dear tutor might possibly 
be embarrassed, 1 rose and went to help him. 
It was a moonless i-ight, anti it thi* sky was 
resplendent in the light of thousands of sta. 
the earth was clad in a darkness which 
eyt's, dazzled by the light of the tiames, col 
not ]m*rco. 

Ilav'ing walkt'd about fifty ste[)s on theblac^^ 
road, 1 h(*ard a terrible cry, which did noi 
sound as if coming from a hninaii breast, a cjry^ 
altogether unlike all cries 1 had heard before/- 
a horrible cry. I ran in the direction from; 
whence camt' this clamour of fatal distress!! 
But fear and darkness checked my steps./ 
Arrived at last at the place where our coacl^f 
lay on the load, sliapclcss and enlarged by the;» 
night, I found my dear tutor seated or^ th^'S 
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/side of the ditch, bent double. Trembling I 
^;^ked him: 

i;; “What’s the matter ? Wliy did you shout ?” • 
V“ Yes ; why did I shout ? “ he said, in a 
j^riew and«altcrcd voia!, “ I did not know I had 
^^ed out. Tournobroche, did you not see a 
? He struck me in the dark, very fiercely; 

• he gave me a blow with his fist.” 

“ Come,” I said to him, ” get up, my dear 
:T'master.” 

Having risen lie fell back h Mvily on the 
ground. 

I tried to raise him, and my hands became 
moist when I tonclu’d his breast. 

“ You’re bleeding ! ” 

ding ? I’m a dead man. He has 
killed me. I thought that it was but a blow 
with the fist. Hut it’s a wound, and 1 feel that 
I shall never recover from it.” 

“ Who struck yon, my diiar tutor ? ” 

“ It was the jew. I did not see him, but 
know it was he. How can 1 know that it was 

•r ■ 

,;the Jew, when T did not see him ? Yos; how 
;. is it ? What strange things ! It’s not to be 
/believed, is it, Tournebrochc ? I have the 
taste of death in my mouth, wdiich cannot be 
/defined. It wa.s to be, my God ! But why 
/rather here than somewhere else ? That’s flic 
4 inystery! ‘ Adjuforium nostrum in nomine 

—Domine exaiidiorationem mciwi -” 

..'For a short time he prayed in a low voice, 
.isj^hen: 

/jv “ Tournebrochc, my son,” he said to me, 
y.‘-take the two bottles I found in the 

H ^ f 
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coach and have placed here beside me. I can^^ 
do no more. Toumebroche, where do you>; 
think the wound is ? It's in the back I 
most, and it seems to me that life runs .Qii% 
by the legs. My spirits an^ going.” - 
"Murmuring these words he fainted softl] 
in iny arms. I tried to carry him, but I.,^ 
only stiv'iigth enough to lay him length’^ 
on the ground. Opening his shirt, I 
covered the wound ; it was in the breast 
very small, and bleeding little. I tore my - 
wristbands to pieces and laid them on the’’ 
wound ; I called out, shouted for help. Soon- 
1 thought I hoard help coming from the sida 
of Tournus, and I recognised M. d'Asterac. 
Unexpected as the meeting was, I did not 
actually feel surprised ; too deeply was I the ■ 
prey of the immense sorrow I felt holding in 
my arms, dying, that best of all masters. 

” What's the matter, my son ? ” asked the^. 
alchemist. 

“ Help me, sir,” I replied, ” the AbW^ 
Coignard is dying. Mosaide has killed him^ 

” It is tnie,” said M. d'Asterac, ” tl^ 
Mosaide has come here in an old chariot ■ 
pursuit of his niece, and that I have accqriSiJ'^ 
panied him to exhort you, my son, to retuii^c 
to your emjiloymeiit with me. Since yesterdi^^’ 
we came near your coach, which we saw brea 
down just now in a rut. At that very 
Mosaide alighted from the carriage, and;^^ 
may be that he wanted to take a wallc,^.^^ 
perhaps be made himself invisible, as he;^^^l^ 
do. I have not seen him again. It is * ' ' 
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rthat he has already found his niece, to curse 
;.her; such is his intention. But he has not 
jjciUed M. Coignard. It is the Elves, my son, 
^jyho have killed yoiii' master, to punish him 
■for the disclosure of their secrets. Nothing is 
jsurer than that.” 

. ” Ah! sir,” I oxclainic'd, ” what does it 
matter, if it was the Ji^w or the Lives who 
killed him ; we must assist him.” 

“ On the contrary, my son,” replied M. 
d*Asterac, “ it is of the greate- t importance. 
For should he have bi.^en stricken by a human 
hand it would be < a^v for me to euro him by 
magic operation ; but liaving provoked the 
Elves he. could never escape their infallible 
yengcaiice.” 

As he spoke, M. d'An(]uclil and Jahel, having 
heard my shouts, a]>proachcd, with the post¬ 
boy, who carrii*d a lantern. 

“ What,” said Jahcl, “ is M. Coignard un¬ 
well ? ” 

And kneeling close to my good tutor, she 
^ised his heail and made him inhale the smell 
of her .salts. 

“ Mademoiselle,” I said to her, ” you’re the 
|cause of his death, which is the. vengeance for 
•your abduction. Mosaidc has killed him.” 

;■ From iny dying master she lifted up Ikt face 
>i^le with horror and shining w'ith tears. 
j And you too,” she said, “ believe that it’s 
i^ky to be a pretty girl without causing mis- 
3pliief ? ” 

Alas I ” I replied, ” what you say is but ’ 
jtek) true. But we have lost the best of men.” 





> 
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At this moment Abb6 Coignard sighed^ 
deeply, opened his e37es, called for his book of^ 
£oothius, and fainted again into unconsciouS'::^| 
ness. '^r, 

Tlip postboy tlioiight it would be best td/i^' 
carry the wounded man to the village of ;; 
Vallars, which was onlv'’ ha If-a-league distant;: 

“ ril go/* he said, “ to fetch tin*, steadiest of/- 
the horses which rcMuain. \Ve*ll tie the poor; 
fellow sc‘cui‘'ly Oil it, and lead it slowly ahead...^ 
I think him Vv.: v ill. lie looks exactly like the *. 
courier who was munlcrcd at Saint Michel on . 
the same road, at four stages from here, near ■ 
Senec.y, where 1113^ sweet heart lives. That poor 
devil moved his eyelids and turned up the . 
whiles of his eyes likt.'abad woman, saving your 
presences, gentUiinc'ii. And 3'oni abbe did the 
same when main*seJle tickled his nose with her 
bottle. It’s a bad sign with a wounded man; 
girls don't die of it when they inrn their eyes 
up in that fashion, ^'our lordships know it.; 
wirll. .And tluTi' is some distance, thank;' 
God ! between the lit lie death and the great.;; 
But it's the sami- turning up of the eyes. . . ; 

Remain,gentlcnii 11, 1*11 go and fetch the horse.”^ 

“This rustic is ainusing,** -^aid M. d’.Anquetil,:-. 
“ wdth his turni‘d-up eyes and his bad womeiii''; 
I’ve seen in Italy soldiers who died on 
battlefield with a fixed look and eyes starting;^ 
out of their head. There are no rules fotS: 
dying of a wound, actually nfjt even in tne|j 
military service, where exactitude is pushed wj 
the extreme. But wall you, Tournebroche,.!^ 
default ot a better qusdified person, pres^ci^;^; 
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..'ine to yonder gentleman in black, who wears 
^^amond studs, and whom I reckon to be 
d'Asterac ? ” 

1 - ' " Ah I sir,” I replied, “ consider the pre- 
' i^ntation to bo made. I have no other feelings 
.;but to assist my dear tutor.” 

.. “ Be it so ! ” said M. d'Aiicpielil. 

And approaching M. d’Aslerac ; 

. “ Sir, 1 have? taken your mistress away : 

■■■I’m ready to answer for iny deed.” 

" “Sir,” replied M. d’Asterac. “Graiv. be to 
heaven! T have no ('(.mnection with any woman, 
and do not iiiiderslaiid what you mean.” 

At this very moment the poslbrjy returned 
with a horse. My dear tutor had slightly 
recovered. We lilted him up, all four of us, 
and i>nt him with the gn'atest diniculfy on 
the horse, wheie we lied him as secure ly as 
possible. .And wo wt^nt off. f held him on 
one side, M. d'Aiupictil on the other. The 
'postboy led the horse and carried tlie lantern. 
M. d'Asterac had ndiirned to his carriage. 
All went well as long as we kept on the high¬ 
road ; but when it became necessary to climb 
j-the small lanes of the vineyards, iny dear 
'^master, slipj^ing at ('veuy movement of the 
f-;torse, lost the rc’st of his little, strength, and 
> 5 fainted away again. We- thought it be.st to 
':jitake him off the horse and cany him in our 
^;^rms. The postboy h«.*ld him under the arms 
‘/and I by the legs. The ascent was very rough, 
i?aind I expected to fall at least four timi's with 
^toy living cross, on the stones of the path. 

the hill became easier. We entered a 


4 
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small lane bordered by bushes, and soon dis^^' 
covered on our left the first roofs of Vallars^r 
^e laid our burden softly on the turf ^ and for 
moment took breath. Lifting up the abbipf 
again, we carried him into the village. ^ 

A pink light appeared eastwards on tKe ^ 
horizon. The morning star, in the pale 
shone as white and peaceful as the moori,\5 
the light crescent of which paled away in the 
west. The birds began to chirp ; my master.< 
sighed heavily 

Jahel ran before us, knocking at the doors, '., 
in quest of a bed and a surgeon. Carrying 
baskets and panniers the vii^e-growcrs went . 
grape gathering. One of them said to Jahel ' 
that Gaulard on the market place lodges man 
and beast. 


"As to the surge.on, Coquebert, you’ll 
see him yonder under the shaving plate which • 
serves as his trade sign. He leaves his house 
to go to his vineyard." 

He was a v^Ty polite little man. He told; 
us that he had a bed free in his house,.as a‘. 
short time ago his daiighlcT had got married. 

By his order, liis wife, a stout dame wearing 
a white cap covenxl by a felt hat, put sheets ? 
on the b(xl in the lower chamber. She helpedi^ 
us to undress the Abbe Coignard and to put^j 
him to bed. And then she went out to fetch^' 
the vicar. ^ 

In the meanwhile M. Coquebert examinCij^ 
the wound. * 

" You see," I said, " it’s small, and bleedia^ 
butUttle," '-.Tm 
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v “ That’s not good at all,” he replied, “ and 
il do not like it, my dear young gentleman, 
ij like a large wound which bleeds freely.” 

■ v I see,” said M. d’Anqiietil, ” that for a 
■leech and a village squirt your tost is not- 
;a bad one. Nothing is worse than those, little 
but deep wounds which look a mere nothing. 
Tell me of a nice cut across the face. It’s 
pleasant to look on, and heals in no time. 
■But know, my good sir, that this wounded- 
man is my chaplain, and plays piifaet with me. 
Are you the man to put him on his lf!gs again, 
notwithstanding your looks, which arc rather 
those of a vet ?” 

“ At your service,” rcplii‘d the barber- 
surgeon, bowing profoundly. ” J 3 ut 1 also 
set broken bones and treat wounds. I'll 
examine this one.” 


” Make haste, sir,” I said. 

“'Patience I” he replied. “First of all 
the wound must be washed, and I must 
wait till the watt^ gets warm.” 

My good tutor, a little restored, said slowly, 
but with a fairly strong voice : 

“ Lamp in hand, he'll visit the corners of 
'Jenxsalem, and what is hidden in darkness 
.will be brought to light.” 

“ What do you mean, dear master ? ” 
Don’t, my son,” he replied; “I'm en- 
;^tertaining the sentiments fit for my state.” 

V “ The water is hot,’’ the barber said to me. 

Hold the basin close to the bed. I'll wash 
rthe wound.” 

I;- And while he pressed on my tutor's breast 
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a sponge soaked in hot water, the vicar entered. ■ 
the room with Madame Coquebert. He had.| 
a.basket and a pair of vine shears in his hand. 

“ flem is then the poor man/' said he,": 
“ I was going to my vineyard, but that of;. 
Jesus Christ has to be attended to first, my ;, 
son/' he said as he approaclu.-d the stricken-' 
abbe, “ olTer your wound to our Lord. 
Perhaps it's not so serious as it’s tliought to be. 
And for the rest, we must obi^y Ciod’s will." 
Turning to tlie barber, he asked : 

" Is it very urgent, M. Co(]iiobcrt, or could 
I go to my vinex ard ? 'Phe whih' ones can 
wait, its not bad if they do get a little over¬ 
ripe, and a little rahi would only produce 
more and better wine. Rut thi rod must be 


gathered Jit once.” 

“ You speak the truth, Monsieur Ic Cure," 
M. Coquebert replied. I’ve in m\ vineyard 
some gjapes which cover theni'‘'elvcs with a 
certain moisture, and which escape the sun 
only to perish by tlu^ rain.” 

” Alas ! ” said the vicar. ” humidity and 
drought are Liu; t\v(; encmie.^ of the vine- 
grower.” 

“ Nothing is truer/' said the barber, “ but-) 
I’ll inspect the w'ouud.” 

Having said so he j)ushcd one of his fingers, 
into the vv(miid. ■ 

“ Ah ! Torturer ! ” exclaimeti the patient..;. 

" Remember,” said the vicar, “ that oim. 
Lord forgave His torturers.” 

" They were not barbarous," said the abb6..' 

" That’s a wicked word/' said the vicar*.,? 
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You must not torment a dying man for 
■■;.his jokes/' said my good master. “ But I . 
■^suffer horribly; that man assassinates me 
I die twofold. The first time was by Hie 
V;bands pf a Jew.” 

” What does he mean ? ” asked the vicar. 

” It is best, reverend sir,” said the barber, 

“ not to trouble yoursc-lf about it. ^'oii must 
never want to hear ll h? talk c d a patient. They 
. are only dreams.” 

“ Coquebert,” said the vica’', ” yeai don't 
. speak well, l^iticnts’ ('r)nfes.sions juust be 
listened to, and some t'hristinns who never in 
all their lives said a j^ood word may, at the end, 
pronounce'won Is \vlii<’li ojK-nPannii-^e totlieni.” 

” ! .'.poke tiunporally (uily,” said the barber. 

“ Monsit iir le Cin e,” I saitl, “ tlie .\bbc 
Coignanl, my good mastiM*, does I'lOt wander 
in his iniiul, and it is but too true that he 
has been inurdiTcd by a Jew of tlu^ name of 
Mosaide..” 

” In that case,” replied the vicar, “ he lias 
to see a special favour of God, who willed 

■ that he perishes by the hand of a nephew of 
those who crucilh'd His Son. The bi.'haviour 

^of Proviilciice is Jilwavs admirable. ^I. 

* fc ,1 

' Coquebert, can I go to my vine\’ard ? ” 

” You can, sir,” replied th<^ barber. ” The 

■ i^Wound is not a good one, but yet not td the 
;;fkind by which one dies at once. It's one of 

those wounds which play with lh(‘ wounded 
■:'like a cat with a mouse, and with such play 
■xtime may be gained.” 

■ “ That's well,” said the vicar. 


y.’ 


Let's 
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thank God, my son, that He lets yoii live,' 
but life is precarious and transitory. One 
must always be ready to quit it.” :J 

* My good tutor replied earnestly : 

” To be on the earth without being, of it,-; 
to possess without being in ]X)ssession, for the 
fashion of this world passes away.” 

Picking up his shears and his basket, the 
vicar said : 


" Better than by your cloak and shoes, which 
I see on yonder cupboard, I recognise by your 
speech that you belong to the Church and lead 
a holy life. Have you been ordained ? ” 

“ He is a priest,” I said, ” a doctor of 
divinity and a jjrofessor of eloquence.” 

” Of which diocese ? ” queried the vicar, 
”Of S6e«in Normandy. Ji&iilhagaii of Fiouen.” 
” An important ecclesiastical province,” 
said the vicar, ” bin less iini*ortant by 
antiquity and fame than the diocese of Reims, 
of which I am a priest,” 

And he went away. M. Jerdme Coignard 
passed the day easily. Jaliel wanted to 
remain the night with him. At about eleven 
o'clock I left the house of M. Cocpiebcirt and 
went in search of a bed at the inn of M.. 
Gaulard. 1 found M. d'Astcrac in the market, 
place. His shadow in the moonlight covered' 
nearly all the surface. He laid his hands od;- 
my shoulder as he w^as wont to do, and said^ 
with his customary gravity : 

“It's time for me to assure you, my son,: 
that I have accompanied Mosa'ide for nothing.; 
else than this. I see you cruelly tormented by!, 
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.the goblins. Those little spirits of the earth 
,have attacked you, deceiving you with all 
'Jsorts of phantasmagoria, seducing you by a 
•:thousand lies, and linally forcing you to fly 
' from my housti.** 

. “Alas! sir,” I ir])li(id, “it\s (luilc true that 
• I left your house in apparent ingratitude, 
for which I beg your [)ardoii. Hut 1 have 
been persecuted by the constable's, and not 
by goblins. And rny dear tutor has been 
murdered. That's not a phantasmaguria.” 

“ Do not doubt,” the great man answered, 
“ that the uiiliappy abbe has been mortally 
wounded by tJie Sylphs, wliose secrets he has 
revealed. He has stolen from a suloboard 
some ctoiies, which were the work of the 
Sylphs, and which they left uiiliiiislied, 
and still very different from diamonds in 
brilliancy as well as in })urit\’. 

“ It was that avidity, and the indiscreet 
pronouncing of the name of /Ig/fl, which has 
angered them. Yon must know, my son, 
that it is impossible for philosophers to arrest 
the vengeance of this irascible people. 

“ I have hc:ard from a supernatural voice, 
and also from Criton’s reports, of the sacri¬ 
legious larceny M. Coignard committed by 
>#hich he flattered himself to find out the art 
by which Salamanders, Sylphs and Gnomes 
;ripen the morning dew and insensibly change 
it into crystals and diamonds.” 

. "Alas! sir, 1 assure you he thought of no such 
thing, and that it was that horrible Mosaide 
.who stabbed him with a stiletto on the road.” 
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My words very much displeased 
d'Asterac, who urged me in the most pressing-; 
manner never to repeat them again. 

“ Mosai'do,” he further said, " is 
enough cabalist to rc*ach liis enemies 
froing to tlu' trouble of running after themii,- 
Know, my son, that, had he wanted to killf. 
M. Coignurd, he could have done it easily, i 
from his own room by a magic operation.;' 
I see that you*re still ignorant of the firsf-'!^ 
element.^ of the science. Tin- truth is that' 
this li*arned man, informed by the faithful- 
Criton of the flight of his niece, hired post- ■ 
horses to rejoin her and evi ntnally carry her 
back to his liousc^, whicli he eerlainly would 
have done, had lie discovcT(?d in the mind of 
that unhappy girl flu* slight('st idea of regret 
and repentana*. But, finding her corrupted 
by clebaucluTV, he prefern'd to excom¬ 
municate and curse her by the* globes, the 
wh(?c?ls and the beasts of Mz(‘kiel. That is 


a goo4 . 
without- 


precisely what he has done under my eyes in 
the calash, when' he lives aloin*, so as not to 
partake of the b(.*d and table of ('hristians." 

I kept mut(‘, astonished by such dreams,; 
but this ('xtraordiiiary man talked to me with.* 
an eloqiKMice wJiich troublcul mo deeply. 

“ Why,"' he .said, " do you not let yourself, 
be enlightened by the counsels of philosophers ?.; 
Wliat kind of wisdom do you oppose to 
Considci' that yours is less in quantity withdm^ 
differing in e.ssence. To yon as well agjBS^ 
me nature appears as an iniinity of figures;.;^ 
which have to be recognised and classified^;^ 


IN'- 
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; and which 'form a sequence of hieroglyphics. 

.. -You can easily distinguish some of those signs 
*vto which you attacli a sense, but you are too 
r'i/imich inclined to he c<jnl(’nt with the vulgar 
.'.aiid the literal, and you do not search enough 
■ior the ideal and the syml^olie. And withal 
the world is comim-lieiisible only as a symbol, 
aiid all you sec* in the universe is naught but 
an illumiujit(‘d writing, which vulgar men 
'spell without uudei-stauding it. Fie afraid, 
my son, to iinilate the uuiversa' bray m the 
stylo of the learned ones who congregate in the 
academies. Uather receive of me the key 
of all knowledge.” 

Fora ni'unenl In- slo]i|)e<l speaking.and then 
contiiri'iid in a more lainiliar lone : 

" You are pei>ei*ut(*d, my son, by (Miiunios 
less terrible lhan Sylplis. And your Sala¬ 
mander will not have any dilliculty in freeing 
you from the goblins as soon as you request 
her to do so. I lepeal that I came here with 
Mosaide h)r lu) oilier purpose than to give you 
this good advice, and to press you to return 
to me and continue your work. I quite, 
amderstand that you want to assist your 
unhappy mastirr till the end. You have full 
^licence to do it. Jhit afterwards do not fail 
fo return to my house. Adi(*u ! 1*11 return 

■;this very night to I^aris with that great 
•Mosaide whom you have accused so unjustly.*' 
i; . I promised him all he wanted, and crawled 
into iijy miserable bed, where I fell asleep, 
'. weighed down as 1 was by fatigue and 
'Jlsi^ering. 
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■ t ■ * 

Illness of M; Jerome Coip;nard , ■ 

Triii next morning, at daybreak, I returned): 
to the surgeon’s house, and there found JahelV 
at the bedside of my dear tutor, sitting upright;^; 
on a straw e.bair, with her head wrapped up in 
her black cape, attentive, grave and docile, ' 
like a sister of charity. M. (.'oignard, very • 
red, dozed. 

“ The night was not a good one,” she said to 
me in a whisper. “ He has talked, he sangj * 
he called me Sister (lermaine, and has made 
proposals to me. I am not offended, but it is- 
a proof that his mind wanders.” 

"Alas!” I exclaimed, "if you had not ' 
betrayed me, Jahcl, to i amble about the', 
country in company \\'ith a gallant, my dear,' 
master would not lit. in bed stabbed in his! 
breast.” . ■' 

" It is the misery of our friend,” she repliet^y 
" that causes me bitter regrets. As for thtlf 
rest, it is not worth while to think of it, and 
cannot understand, Jacques, how you qani 
occupy your mind with it just now.” ' .,. 

" I think of it always.” .. i'i 

" For my part, I hardly think of it. 
are the cause of three-fourths of your own ui^t 
happiness." '■ 
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/ ’ “ \rtiat do you mean by that, Jahel ? *’ 

“ I mean, my friend, that I have given the 
but that you do the embroidery, and that 
;^6ur imagination enriches far too much the 
^j^lain rgality. I give you my oath that the 
^'present hour I cannot remember the quarter 
'■ of what causes you grief, and yon meditate; over 
'it so obstinately that your rival is inon; present 

■ to your mind than I am myself. 1 )o not tliink 
of it any nioix-, and lid in*' give the abbe a 

■ ■;cooling drink, for he \vaki*s up.” 

At this very moiiumt M. Coc|uebert ap¬ 
proached the ])edsi(li^ his instrument-case in 

■ hand, dre.ssi*d tlu' wound aivw, aiul said aloud 
that the wound was on thi* best way to heal up. 
But taking mi‘ aside he said : 

■ ■" “ I can assure you, sir, that tlu‘ good abb6 
will not die from the wound he has n'ceived. 


but to tell the truth T am afraid it will be clilFi- 
cult for him to e>('api‘ from a pli'urisy caused by 
his wountl. Hi' is at present the prey of a 
heavy fevi.'r. Ihii here comes the vicar.” 

My good master recognised him without 
any difficulty, and iiujuired after his health. 
f: .. “ Better than tlu; grapes,” replied the vicar. 

“ They arc all spoiled by ikurehers and vermin, 
:;against which the clergy of Dijon organised thi.s 
s’yfear a fine procession with cross and banners, 
ijkext year a still liner one will have to be 
>:^rwged, and more wax randies burnt. It 
1^0 will be necessary for the official to cx- 
^;^mmunicate anew the flies which destroy the 
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“ Vicar/' said my good master, "it isisai^J, 
that you seduce the girk in your vineyards;jf; 
.Fic! it is not right at your age. In my youth,’'; 
like you I had a weakness for the creatures^.. 
But time has altered me ver}' much, and quite.;.- 
lately I let a nun pass without saying anythingV 
to lier. You do otherwisi* with the damsels ;-, 
aiui till bottles, viear. But you do worse by.,;/ 
not celebrating the masses you have beenV 
paid for, and by trafficking the goods and-' 
chattels ol the Church. You are a bigamist 
and a simoniac.” 


Hearing Ihis disroiirse tlie vicar was pain¬ 
fully surpri'^ed ; his mouth remained open, and - 
his cheeks drojiped wistfully on both sides of : ‘ 
his big face. And at last, with eyes on the. 
ground, he sighed : 

" What an unwortiiy attack on tlie character 
of my ]irofessi()n ! W^hat talk for a man so near 
the tribunal of God! Oh, Monsieur TAbb^,.. 


is it for you to speak in that way, you who have ; 
livc?d a holy life and studied in so many books ? " 
My dear master raised liimself on his elbows. ;; 
The fever gave him, unhajipily, that jovi^ j . 
mien of his that we had always liked so muctii;;- 
" It is true,*’ I'e said, " that I have studielSV 
the ancient authors. But I have read nmch.v«- 


less than tlie second vicar of the Bishop of;’^ 
Secz, for, as he had the look and the mind of 
ass, ho was able to read two pages at the sain^jj 
time, one with each eye. What do you say 
that, you villain of a vicar, you old seducer^^. 
who runs after the chicle by moonlight ? Vicar^'^, 
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; your lady friend is built like a witch. She has 
riiairs on her chin, she’s the barber-surgeon’s 
V.wife. He is fully a cuckold, and well he 
S deserves it, that homunculus, whose whole 
medical scicnc(^ consists in the,* art of blood¬ 
letting and giving a clyster.” 

“God Almighty! What do«'s he say.?” 
exclaimed Madame OHiuebert , ” lor sure he 
' has the devil in him.” 

“ 1 have, lieard the talk of many delirious 
patients,” said M. ('o(iin‘bert, ' h-iL not one 
has said such wicked things.” 

“I am discov(‘ring,” said th<‘ vicar, ” that 
we'll hav(' m(»rit tn>nbh.‘ than we cx])ecled to 
^conduct this uiiha])|)y iiiaii to a perm lul end. 
Thcru is a biting humonr in his natun- and 
impurities I did not iind out at lirst. His 
speech is malicioii.s, and unlit, for a prii'>l and a 
patient.” 

“ It’s the elTect of tlu' fever,” said th(^ barber- 


surgeon. 

“ But,” continued th(' vicar, “ that fever, if 
' it’s not stopped, will bring him to hell. He has 
/^,gravely offended against what is iliie to a priest. 
^'Btit still. I’ll conii'. back t<^-morro\v and exhort 
■^him, for I owe him, by the cxnmplo of our 
.‘iLord, unlimited compassion. But I have my 
.’^'dbubts about it. Unliap])ily there is a break 
i.in my winepress, and all the labourers are in 
vineyard. Coquebert, do not fail to give 
;^^ord to the carixinter, and to call me lo j^our 
■;^'|>atient if he should suddenly g()t worse. 
ifTikse are many troubles, Coquebert I ” 
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The following day was such a good one lOrA.:. 
M. Coignard that we hoped he would rethain^' 
with us. He drank meat broth, and was ablh*^*^ 
to rise in his bed. He talked to each of 
with his accustomed grace and sweeti^e^.^:; 
M. d’Anquelil, who dwelt at (jaiilard’s, came tQ:;i: 
s*;o him, and rather indiscreetly asked him tp 
play pi<jLiet. Smiling, my good mas ter promised 
to do so next week. J^iit in the evening the!;, 
fever returned. With pale eyes swimming id".; 
unspeakable terror, and shivering and chatter- 
ing teeth, he .shont(.;d : ‘ 

There he is, the old fornicator. He is the ; 
son of Jndiis Iscariot begot on a female devil,'. 
taking the hjrm of a goat, l int hanged he will * 
be on his father's lig-trce, and his intestines 
will gush out lo earth. Arrest him. . . . He- 
kills me ! I feel cold 1 ** 

But a moment later he threw the blanket off ■ 


and complained of the. heat. .. 

“ Tm vcr\' thirsty,” he said. ” Give me\ 
some wine 1 And let it be cool 1 Madame.^ 


Co<]uebert, hasten to cool it in the fountain; 
the day will be a burning one.” • 

It was night-time, he confounded the houz^^'^ 
in his head. ;■ 


” Be quick,” he also said to Madan^'4 
Coqiiebcrt, " but do not be as simple as th^ J 
bellringer of the Cathedral of S6cz, who, g<wg? 
to lift out of the fountain some bottles he hadi^ 
put there to cool, saw his own shadow in tli^ 
water and shouted. ' HeUo, gentleman ; 
and help me. There are on the other 
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;6oine Antipodeans^ who'll drink oiir wine 
we don't take good care.’" 

V., '‘He is jovial," said Madame Coquebert. 
|?‘;'But just now he talked of me in a manner 
fduite indecent. Should I have deceived 
' Coquebert I certainly would not have done it 
•' with.the vicar, out of regard for his profession 
and his age.” 

. This very moment the vicar entered the room 
. .and asked : 

"Well, abbe, what are you’ iILspositions 
now ? What is there new ? " 

"Thank God,” answered M. Coignard, 
" there is nothing new in my soul, for, as said 
Saint Chrysostom, bt'ware of now things. 

■ Don't walk in untrodden ways, one wanders 
without c.-nd when one coniinonces to wander. 
.1 have had that sad experience, and lost 
. myself for having followed untrodden roads. 
I have listened to my own counsels, and they 
have conduct(?d me to the* abyss. Vicar, I am 
a poor sinner, the number of my iniquities 
. pppresses me.” 

■\ "These are fine words,” said the vicar. 
.'/‘'Tis God Himself who tUctatos them to you. 
»I recognise His iniinitabJc style. Do you want 
: tb advance somewhat the salvation of your 

|soul ? " 

“ Willingly," said M. Coignard. " My im- 
^;puiities rise against me. I see big ones and 
|$malll I sec red ones and black. I see 
^'mfinitesimals which ride on dogs and pigs, 
1 see others which arc fat and naked, with 
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breasts like leather bottles, bellies in great , 
folds, and thighs of enormous size.” . ^ 

“ Is it possible,” said the vicar, “ that youj-.’; 
'can sec as distinctly as that ? But if your faults-j';; 
are such as you say, it would be bettei; hot t6 Vf 
describe them and to bi- content to detest"^ 
them in your own mind.” 

" Would you, then, vicar/’ replied the . 
abb6, “ that my sins wi'iii all made like an . 
Adonis ? Don’t let us spi^ak of it any more. : 
And you, barber, give me a drink. Do you.. 
know M. do la jMusardiero ? 


“ Not that 1 know of,” said M. Coquebert.. 

” Then know,” roplied I'ly dear master, 

” that he was very takt‘n willi the ladies.” 

” That’s the way,” interrupted the \dcar, 

” by which the devil takes his advantage over 
men. Butwhat subject do you h)lluw,my son?”. 

” You’ll soon knejw,” said my good master. 

“ M. do la Miisardit re gave an a pi)oiiitmcnt tq 
a virgin in a stable*. She went, and he let her ' 
go away just as she. enicreil it. Do you know;, 
why ? ” 

” I do not,” said the vicar, ” but let us leaye 
it.” ; 

" Not at all,” continued M. Coignar§.v 
” You ought to know that he took good 
to have no intercourse with her as he 
afraid of begetting a horse, on which account;!; 
he would have been subject to criminal prose^: 
cution.” .'I?! 

“ Ah ! ” said the barber, “ he ought rathc^i 
to have been afraid to engender an ass.” 
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Doubtless/* said the vicar. “But such 
talk does not advance us on the road to heaven. 
'%i would be useful to retake the good wav. 
■But a little while ago you spoke so odifyingly r' 
i 'Instc^ad of giving a reply, my good master 
'began to sing, with a rather strong voice : 


“ l*oiir iin'tlrc’ f.Mi >'*M Louistiii 

()ii ii [iris c|iiin/o inirlitons 

(Jiii Inns If biil.'ii out loli 
Liimlfriri.” 


“ Tf you want to sing, my son/*said t h( vicar, 

. “you*d better sing a line l iiirgimdian Cliristmas 
carol. YouM rejoice your soul by it and 
sanctify it." 

“ With pU-asuri:/' iej)lied my dear tutor. 
“Tliere are sonu‘ by (iuy Barozai winch, I 
think, in thi'ir aj^parent rusticity, to be liner 
than diamonds and more ])ieci(nis than gold. 
This one, for examph? : 

' Lor ini s.iison f|u'.'ii jaiiU* 

All liri vin 

L':mk‘ fl lo hou riVliaiifin 
JDc Ic Kai >uAi‘ ilans I'l-liiiiK*. 

a'.iiic ol do 1)0H jo sai 
l.)ans cc viiyjiiiinc ck- (laiilo. 

One d';ino oi ilc* hoii jo sai 
■ * Oiii n\;ii a riou [las l.ui lai.' " 

;;;■ The surgeon, his wife and the vicar sang 
l^tbgether: 

1 •' _ 

■ * ^ 

it*'';-:- “ Quo d'.inc ct dc \yc\i jo sai 

bans CO reviuinio do (raiilo, 

'■■■ . Quo d’:ino cl ilo bou jc sai 

I .... Qui u’en a riou pas tan fai." 
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And my good master replied in a weak^r^ 
voice : 




" ^lais le pii b6i> de Thistoire 
Cc iut quc I’Anc ct Ic bcu 
Ainsiii ptissire to dcu 
JLa niiit sans nianf'cr iii boirc 
Quc d':lnc ot dc beii jc s:ii 
Giiiver dc pane ct dc moire 
Quc d'anc ct dc bcu jc sai 
Qiii n’en a ricii ]»!is tan fai! 


Then he- I'^t his head fall on the pillow and 
sang no more. 

*' There is good in tliis Christian,” said the . 
vicar, ” much good, and a while ago he really ‘ 
edilied me with his heautifiii sentences. But*. 
I am not without a certain .apprehension, as 
everything depends on the end, and nobody 
knows whaCs hiddtm at the bottom of the 
basket. Cod in Ilis kindness wills that one, 
single moment brings us salvation, but thiS; 
moment must bc^ the last one, so that every¬ 
thing depends on a single minute, in compari-. 
son with which the whole life does not count;-: 
That's wliat makes me tremble for the patient^.^ 
over whom angels and devils are furious^:; 
quarrelling. But one must never despaur'OTt;: 
divine mercy.” 


'•'k jt*^ 



CHAPTER XXI 

Death of M. Jcrdme Coignard 

Two days passed in cruel alternations. After 
that my good master became extrcmclj' weak. 

“ There is no more hoi)c,** Coquebert 
told me. Look how his hci.^i lies on the 
pillow, how thill liis nose is.” 

As a fact, my good master's nose, formerly 
big and red, was nothing now but a bent 
blade, livid like lead. 

” Tuiirnebroche, my s(»n,” he said to me 
in a voice still full and strong but of a sound 
quite strange, to me*, ” I feci that T have but 
' a .short time to live. Go and fetch that 
good priest, that lie may listen to my 
confession.” 

The \icar was in his vineyard. There I 
:wcnt. 

:■ .“The vintage is finished,he said, “and 
.-more abundant than I had hoped for; now 
go to help that poor fellow.” 

i conducted him to my master's bedside 
^and we left him alone with the dying. 

An hour later he came out again and said : 
I can assun' you that M. Jerome Coignard 
in admirable sentiments of piety and 
^fit^iility. At his request, and in considera- 
f?{ti6n of his fervour, I'll give him the viaticum. 
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During the time necessary for putting on my. 
holy garments, you, Madame Coquebert,. will^ 
do me the favour to send to the vestry the boy 
who serves me at mass every morning nnd . 
make llu^ room ready for tlie reception. of\ 
God." ‘ 

Madame ('oquebcTt swept the room, put;- 
a white, coverlet on tin* bed, placed a little ‘ 
table at tht* bedside, and covered it with a. 
cloth ; she put two candlesticks on the table » 
and lit tin* ^.aiidles, and an earthenware bowl 
wherein a sprig of box swam in the holy water. 

Soon we heard the tinkling ol tlie Iittl(.‘ boll, 
saw the cross c«)nung ir, carrii'd by a 
child, and the priest clad lu while carrying 
the hol\' vessels. Jahel, M. d’Anqiictil, 
Madame Coqiiebert and I fell on our knees.' 

" Pax huic domuiy said the prii-:^t. 

“ Et omnibus hahiantibus hi ea*' rei>lied 
the servitor. 

Then the vicar took holy water and sprayed 
it over the patient and the bed. ^ 

i\ moment longer ho meditated and then;' 
he said with much sol( 3 mnity ■. ■; 

" My son, have you no declaration tpV 
make ? " 


“ Yes, sir," said M. Abbe Coignard, \yith 
firm voice, " 1 forgive my murderer." 

Then the priest gave him the holy wafer,;-: 
“ Ecce Agnus Dei^ qui tollit pcccaia mufidi'.’rT 
My good master replied with a sigh : 

" May I speak to my l-ord, I who aiji; 
naught but dust and ashes ? How can 1 d^| 





I . • 

■to come unto you, I who do not feel any good 
iin me to give me courage ? How can I 
introduce you into nic, after having so oftcji 
wounded your eyes full of kindness ? ” 

■ . And, the Abbe Coigiiard received the holy 
.viaticum in profoiiml sik'nn-, interrupted by 
oiir sobs and by the great noise' Madame 
■Coquebert made blowing her nos<.*. 

After having received, my good master 
made mo a .^igii to ('ome near him, aiul said 
with a fpebh* but rUstinct voice : 

“ Jacques 'roiiniebroehe, my son, reject, 
with niy example, tlie maxiins 1 have pro¬ 
posed to you during my foolishness, which, 
alas ! lias lasted all my life long. r>e in fear 
of women and of books for tlu* softness and 


pride one takes in th(*m. Be humble of heart 
and spirit. Ciod aeconls tlu‘ little ones a 
clearer intelligence lhaii the wise can give 
' them. 'Tis He wlu) gives all seience. My boy, 
do not listen to those who, liki; iin , subtilise 
.on the good and the bad. Dc; not be taken in 
by the beauty and acuteness of their dis- 
.\courses, for the kingdom of God does not 
consist of words but of virtue.” 

■■ .He remained quie t, exhausted. 1 took his 
hand, lying on tlu* sliei^t, and cov(.*red it with 
Vosses and teai"s. 1 told him that he was 
■i^iir master, our friend, our father, and tliat 
J .cduld not live without him. 

;■/. And for long houis I n'lnaincd waiting 
c ab the foot of his bed. 

h-'XlLe passed so peaceful a night that I con- 
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ceived a quite desperate hope. ' In this ^tap 
he remained part of the following day. But ' 


towards the evening he became agit^ated?. 
and pronounced words so indistinctly tha.t‘ 
they remained a secret between God and. 
himself. 

At midnight he fell into a kind of swoon^.. 
and nothing could be heard but the slight 
scratching of his finger nails on the sheet..; 


He no longer knew me. 

About two o’clock the death rattle began. 
The hoarse and rapid bnathing which came, 
from his l)n'«ast was loud enough to be heard far 
away in tlie village str<‘et, aji I rny c'ars were so 
full of it that I fancied I lu ard it long after, 
that unhappy day. .At daybrc'ak he made, 
a sign with his hand which we could not 
understand, and sighed long and deeply. It 
was liis last. His features tr,ok in death a 
majesty worthy of the. genius that had 
animated liim, and the loss of which will never 
be repaired. 



CHAPTER XXII 

■ 

' . Funeral and F.pitaph 

The Vicar of Vallars prepared a worthy 
, funeral for M. Jeroini; Coignard. Hr clianted 
the death mass and gave the brnrdiction. 

My good master was carried io ihr grave¬ 
yard close by thr. cluiivh ; and M. d’Aiupirtil 
offered supjx'r at (raidaid's to all thr pi-ople 
who had assisti'.d at the tnnrral. They drank 
new wine and sang J^iirgniiclian songs. 

Aftci wards I went with d'Aiiqurtil to 
the vicar to thank him for his good others. 

“ Ah ! ” he said, “ that priest has given us a 
grand consolation by his edifying end. 1 liave 
seldom seen a Christian die in such admirable 
sentiments, and 1 think it lit to fix his memory 
by a suitable, inscription on his tombstone. 
Both of you, gentlonien, are learned enough 
Ito’do that successfully, and I engage myself 
.^tb have the epitaph of the defunct engraved 
large white stoin*, in the manner and 
Vstyle wherein you compose it. But remember, 
making the stone speak, to make it pro- 
nothing but the praise of God.” 
yi' begged of him to believe that T should 
i^ply all my zeal to this work,, and M. 
iT^^d'Anquetil promised to give the matter a 
and graceful turn. 
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“I will/' he said, “try to write ‘ FrehcK' 
verse in the style of M. Chapelle." ■ . f 

" That's right! " said the vicar. ".'But/, 
are you not curious to look at my winepress..?. ' 
The wine will be good this year, and^l ha;v^'' 
made enough for my own and my servants.'.'. 
ust\ Alas ! save tor the ikitrebers we should^' 
have had far more.” 

After supjjer M. d'Amiuetil called for ink,. ■, 
and began the composition of his French 
verses. But he soon bet'aine impatient and ' 
threw up in the air (h«^ pen, ink and paper. 

” Touniebroche,” lie said, ” Tve made two ■ 
verses only, and 1 am not ((iiile sure that they . 
are good. They run as follows :— 

'Ci clc.ssus ••it luonsicnr ('.oif'iiard 
II L'aul bicii iiiourir tdl ou e.ird.' 


i n.'plietl tliat the best of it. was, that he 
had not written a ^liirfl one. 

And I [)ass«'d the night composing the 
following epitaph in f^atiii :— 

II. 0. .M. 

MIC J.\i ! T 

I.N Sl'l: .|. I I.KMT.M I.S 

noMINI. S illF.K('».\V.MrS ( 

l'|j|.SllV'l |..U . ' 

i.,ii IN i:i..i I fiv M i.N.si ( ni.i Kc;ifj 

Nll.l-- M.Xr.l.sl l.K 1-I.lHjl’I-.NTIS.SlMl' 

L*.\(<'i|.:NS|s KI'i ..i iil'l \KI' .S SsH hKTJSSIMUS .. 

/fj/.iMi r.\Mii'oi 11 \.Ni i'.i.i:Mijsissi.Mrs 

I KANf'I .\ liiK 

OVIiKI. r.\MI.N I'K.VI A MCil; I P. INTICRCJO'TO 

j'l Kiir J..MM ri'M j i:i;iu''.t n: I'urp.KtT 
Jl lll'A .MAM' Mil'.XM'ilSSlMA 
JP I'.'.r A NI-.I'IjTI- (IIKi.SlI l'AKNII'ICI'M 
I.N VIA TUfflDA I'S 
ANNO yl.T. 1.11 ‘ 
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COMITATE FCIT OPTIMA UOCTXSSIMO CONVITV 
INGENIO fiiUBUMl 

■ FACETXIS JUCUNDL'S SENTENTIIS FLENL'S 
DONOKL'M J)K1 LAUDVrOK 
FIDE DEVOTISSIMA PI-:h ML'LTAS TKMPEiiTATES 
C<JNSTA.\ r J-. K M I N ITUS 
IIUMII.ITATK hAM."ll^SIMA OKNATL'S 
■'< KAl.UJl Sl'.rT-: MAi;iS INn-'NlL'S 

QUAM VAN(J KT 1-Al I.AC.I IIOMIM'M Jl'IJICUl 
blC IlUNdUIIU's Ml'MlANIS 
M'N^iI -KM ,1 I IS 
Sllil GLOKIAM .il-.MI'l 1 KKNAM 
Ml Kl'IT 


"Which may be translated: 

I Ii;kk Si 

In (he hopi.* Ill :l li.Lppv' dCTiiily 
T111-: KI:Vi-* kn n 11 '.r o m i: Cuius' a un 

I’l irst 

I’ornifrly □ vi'ry clufini'iii pnitussnr of uloqiiciico 
Al Uii*. uolluf^ij ol iloaiivriis 
\\.iy KCiiluiis llbiMrian to Ihc J-iishop of Suez 
Author ot a fine lnmsl;i.tion oi Zosimiis tho I\iiiopoliliUi 
Which he iitiliaj^pily Icll unlinishccl 
• When overtaken liy liis pri-iiiaLure death 

lie was btiilihecf im the road to Lyons 
In the 5’lid year oi his ape 
By the very villainous Inirid of a Jew 
Aud thus perished ihe \ iciiin of adesL-eiidaiiLoi the murderer 

Of Jesus Christ 

I le. w:i.s an apree-able eoinpanioii 
Ol a learned coiivcrsai ion 
Of an elcvaied yeiiiiis 

■' Abounding in clioerfiil speech aud in good maxims 
• And praising CJod in his works 

\He preserved amid the storms of life an nnshakabic faith 
^ ' In his truly Christian hiimiliiy 

More attentive to the salvation ol his soul 
'•V' Than to the vain and erroneous opinions of num 
■ j. It was by living wit hout lioiiour in I his woi Id 
That he walked towards eternal glorv 


U 
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I'arcwcll to Jahcl—Dispersal of the Party 



, ^ 

Three days after the demisi^ of my good ' 
master, M. d'Anquetil derided to continue', 
his journey. The carriage liad been repaired. ■ 
He gave the postboys the ord(-r to be ready 
on the following morning. His company 
had never been agreeable to me ; in the state 
of sorrow I was in, il became odious. I could. 
not bt'ar the. idea of lolUmiris him and Jahel. 

I resolved to look for (MiiploynuMit at 'fournus 
or at Macon, and to remain hidden till the 
storm had calmed down sulticicntlv to enable 

^ I 

me to return to Paris, wluTe f u'as sure to be 
received with oulst f etched arms by my dear 
parents. I imparted my intimtion to M.. 
d’Anquetil, and excused myself for not ac-. 
companying Iiiin any farther. He tried to" 
retain me with a gracc'fiilness 1 wbs not pre?, 
pared for, but soon willingly gave me leave t'd;-; 
go when? I wishi d. With Jahel the matter' 
was more difficult, but, being naturally reasbja'^' 
able, she accepted the n‘asoiis I had for leayht|' 
her. ■ ■" ‘.;;v 

On the night before my departure, wWlc 
M. d’Anquetil drank and played cards 
the barber-surgeon, Jahel and I went to,'tlii|r. 
market place to get a breath of air. K 
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eipbalmed by the scent of herbs and lull of 
ih^.song of crickets. 

: What a night! I said to Jahel. “ Thfe 

.year cannot produce another like it, and 
'perhaps all my life long I shall never see one 
so sweet.” 

The flower-decked village graveyJU’d ex¬ 
tended before our eyes its inotionl(*ss turf, 
and the moonlight whitc-iied llu* scattered 
graves on the dark grass. Thc^ saints Ihonght 
came to both of ns to say a last larewell to 
our friend. The place where he was put to 
eternal rest was niarktHl by a lear-sprinkled 
cross planted deep in Ihe mellow cartli. The 
stone whereon Hk* erj^ita])!! was to be engraved 
liad not yet been placed. We seated ourselves 
very close to the grave on the grass, and there, 
by an iiusensible but natural inclination, we 
■fell into one anothi’r’s arms without fearing 
to offend by our kisses the nieniory of a friend 
whom dc(?p wisdom had rendered indulgent 
to human wcaknc.s.s. 

Suddenly, Jahel whisperi*d in my ear, whore, 
her mouth was already placed : 

I see M. d'Anqiietil, who, from the 
top of the wall, looks I'ngiuly towards us.” 

- '• ” Can ho see us in this .shadow ? ” I asked. 
' i “ He certainly set's my white petticoat,” 
■ishe said, “it\s enough, I think, to tempt him 
•tb.look for more.” 

first thought to draw my sword, and was 
\qiiite decided to defend two existences, which 
:;;Si?ere at this moment still very much mixed. 
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Jahel's calm surprised me, neither her nib'vjfi-■ 
ments nor her voice showed any fear. » 

• " Go,” she said to me, “ fly, and don’t fesuf,. 
for me. It’s a surprise I have rather wished" 
for. He began to get tired of me, and thiiS/ 
encounter is quite cflicacious to reanimate' 
his desires and .season his love. Go and leave' 
me alone. The first moment will be hard,.,- 
for he is of a very violent disposition. He’ll' 
strike me, but after, I shall bt* still dearer to 
him. b'arewell! ” 


“ Alas ! ” I i-xdaiinod, ” did you take me 
then, Jahel, for nothing but to sharpen the 
desires ot my rival ? ” 

” I wojuler that you also want to quarrel 
with me. Go, I sav ! ” 

" What! leave ymi like this ? ” 

“It’s necessary. Farewell! He must not 
meet you here. I want to make him jealous, 
but in a dt'lFate manner. Faiewcll 1 Farewell.” 

I had hardly gone a few steps between the.; 
labyrinth of tombstones when M. d'Anquetil, 
having comi' forward to enable him to recognise' 
his inistn'.ss. bc^gan to shout and to curse loud/ 
enough to awaken all the village dead. I 
anxious to t(^ar Jahel away from his rage ; I: 
thought he. wonld kill her. I glided betw0?^. 
th(‘ toTiibstoni.s to her assistance. But afteit' 

I* h 

a few minuhis, observing them very closely^ 
I saw M. d’Anquetil pulling her out of Jhe 
cemetery and leading her towards Gaulard*S"^ 
inn with a remainder of fury she was 
capable of calming, alone and without 
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I returned to my room after they had. 
mtered theirs. I could not sleep the whole 
of the nighty and looking out at daybreak, 
■^through an opening in the window curtains 
saw them crossing the courtyard apparently 
•the best of friends. 

Jahcl's departure augmented my sorrow. I 
stretched myself full length on my stomach 
on the floor of my room, and with my face 
in my hands crietl until the e.veiiing. 
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T am T>ardo[ied arul return to l-'aris—i\gain at the Quuh 
P i'dautfiie — \ as Assistiiiil to M. Hlaizot—Burning.- 

■ M tliC' Castle oi Sablons — Death of Mosaldc and^of-, 
M. d’.'slcrac ^ ■ 

From now onwards my life loses the interest. 
which eveiiti-- liad lent it, and my destiny, 
having again bectnne in conformity with^my 
character, offers notJiing but ordinary occur- 
mnees. If I should prolong my memoirs my 
narrative' wouki wry soon 1.1*001110 tiresome. 
I’ll bring i1 to a close with but few words. The 
Vicar of Vallars gavt* me a letter of introduc- - 
tion to a wine mercliaiit at silicon, with whom 
I was einploy(?d for i cou])lo of months, after 
which my father wrote to me that he had 
arranged my affair and that 1 was free to 
return to Paris. 

I took coacli iiiiiiu'diately and travelled with 
some ri'cniits. My heart beat violoiitly whe^ 
I again saw the Rne Saint J.'icques, the clock 
of Saint Benoit \v. Betoiirn^, the signboard 6 h 
the Three Virifins and the Sahtt Catheriw of’- 
M. Blaizot. • 

My mother cried when she saw me ; I also- 
cried, and we embraced and cried together, 
again. . «; 

My father came in haste from the LiUte\ 
Bacchus and said with a moving dignity: 
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Jacquot^ my son, I cannot %iid will not 
•qkny that I was vary angry when I saw the 
..constables enter the Queen Pedauque in search 
hi you, or, ill default of you, arresting me. 
They \vould not listen to any sort of remon¬ 
strance, alleging that I could easily explain 
myself after being taken to jail. They looked 
for you on a complaint of M. de la Gueritude. 
I conceived a most horrible idea of your dis¬ 
orders. But having be(*n informed by letter 
that it was a i|uestion only of [xecadillo 
I had no other tlioiighl but to see you again. 
Many a time. 1 consul ted th(‘ landlord of the 
Little Bacchus on the means to hush up your 
affair. He always replied : ‘ Master Leonard, 
go tc the jiidg<^ with a big bag full of crown 
pieces and he will give you back your lad as 
white as snow.* But crown pieces an.' scarce 
with us, and then* is neither hen nor goose nor 
duck who lays golden eggs in my house. At 
present I hardly get sufhcieiit by my poultry 
to pay the expenses of the roasting. By good 
luck, your saintly and worthy mother had 
the good idea of going to the mother of M. 
d’Ahquetil, whom we knew to be busy in 
favour of her son, wJio was sought after at the 
same time as you wi^re, and for the identical 
*affair. I am quite aware, my Jacquot, that 
ij^ou played the man about town in company 
:^th a nobleman, and jny head is too ivell 
placed not to feel the honour which it reflects 
.'on our whole family. Mother dressed as if 
' intended to go to mass ; and Madame 
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d'Anquetil ifeceived her with kindness. 
mother, Jacquot, is a holy woman, but she ms/ 
not the best of society manners, and at firet/ 
she talked without aim or reason. Sh<^ 


said : ' Madame, at our age, besidps Go^- 

Almighty nothing remains to us but our 
children.' That w’as not the right thing to say ■ 
to that great lady wiio still has licr gallants."' 

" Hold your tongue, Leonard," exclaimed 
my moth'^r. " The Ixihaviour of Madame 
d'Anquctil is unknown lo yon, and it appears ^ 
that I spoke to her in the right way,because she 
said to me : ‘ Don't be troubled, Madame 
M6n^tiier ; I will employ my inllucnce in. 
favour of your son; be sure t/f my zeal.’ And . 
you know, Leonard, that we riTcived before the. 
expiration of two months the assurance that 
our Jacquot could ret uni unmolested to 
Paris." 


We supped witli a good appetite. My 
father asked me if it was my intention to 
re-enter the service of ?/I. d'Asterac. I replied 
that after the lamented death of my kind 
master I did not wash to (ncounter that crqel- 
Mosa'ide in the house of a nobleman wdio paid 
his servants wdtli fine speeches and nothing?- 
else. My father very kindly invited me to;' 
turn the spit as in fonner days. 

"Latterly, Jacquot," he said, "I gave the/ 
place to Friar Ange, but he did not do ^ 
well as Mirant or yourself. Don't you want- 
to take your old place at I he corner of thev 
fireside?” 
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^ My mother, plain and simple as she was, did. 
rot want common-sense and said : 

• M. Blaizot, the bookseller of the Image of 
Saint Catherine^ is in want of an assistant. 
This egnployment, Jacquot, ought to suit you - 
like a glove. Thy dispositions are* sweet, thy 
'mariners are good, ami that’s what’s wanted to 
sell Bibles." 

I went at once lo M. Blaizot, wlio took me 
into his service'. 

My misfortunes had made nv' I did 

not feel discouraged liy th*^ humbleness of my 
employim^nt, and I fiiirilk'd iny duties with 
exactitude, haiidling the duster and broom to 
the satisfaction of my employer. 

One of my duties was to pay a visit to 
M. d’Asterac. I went to the great alchemist 
on the last Sunday of November, after the 
midday dinner. It is a long way from the Rue 
Saint Jacques to the Croix-de.s-Sablons, and 
the almanac does not lie when it announces 
that in November the days arc short. When 
I arrived at tin; Roule it was quite dark, and a 
black haze covered the dcjscrted road. And 
sorrowful were my thoughts in the darkness, 
i. “ Alas," I said to myself, " it will soon be a 
.ifull year since 1 first walked on this road, in 
’the snow, in company with my dear master, 
iSJwho now rests in a small village in Burgundy 
..encircled by vineyards. He sleeps in the hope 
. of eternal life. And it is but right to have the 
■'same hope as a man as wise as he. God 
? jjr^erve me from ever doubting of the im- 
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mortality of the soul! But, one must confer 
to oneself, all that is connected with a futufe 
existence and another world is of those verities. 
in which one believes without being moved and 
which have neither taste nor savour pf any 
kind, so that oik' swallows them without per-, 
ceiving it. As for me I iind no consolation \xi . 
the idea of meeting again th(^ .\bbe Coignard 
in Paradise. Surely 1 could not recognise him, 
and his speeches would not contain the agree- 
ablencsswhich he derived from circumstances." 

Occupieil with tlu'sc* refl(*ctions, I saw be- .’ 
fore me a ficu'cc light covering one half of the 
sky; the fog was n’dden*'d by it, and the 
light j)alpita ted in the rentn-. A heavy smoke 
mixed with tli(‘ vapours of tlv' air. I at once 
became afraid that IIm* fire had broken out at 


the d’Asterac castle. I (juickened my steps, 
and very soon ascertained that sny fears were 
blit too well founded. I discovered the 
calvary of the Sablons, an opac|ii(j black on a ■ 
background of 11 ame, and I saw nearly all the 
windows of tlu' castle flaring as for a sinister 
feast. The little gn*en door was broken in,; 
Shadow's gesticulated in the ]>ark and mur¬ 
mured th(' horror they felt. They were the^: 
inhabitants of the borough of Neuilly, who had^ 
come for curiosity’s sake and to bring help.* 
Some threw^ w'at(T from a fire engine on the 
burning edifice, making a fieiy rain of sparks 
arise. A tluck volume of smoke rose over theV. 


castle. A 
round me. 


shower 


of sparks and of 


cinders fell, 


and I soon became aware that 
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garments and my hands were blackened. 
With much mortification I thought thatallthat 
burning dust in the air was the end of so many 
fine books and precious manuscripts, which 
were tjie joy of my dear master, the remains, 
perhaps, of Zosimus the Panopolitan, on which 
we hajl worktd together during the. noblest 
hours of my lifi*. 

I had seen the Abbe Jeroim^ Coignard die. 
Now, it was his soul, his sparkling and sweet 
soul, which 1 funci(!d adduced tc e. -hr.-, together 
with the <|uei'ii «)f libraries. 'I'be wind 
strengthcnctl the Jirc and llu* llanics roared 
like voracious beasts. 

Questioning a man of NeuiJly sti!! blacker 
than rAysclf, and wearing only his vest, I 
asked him if M. d'Asterac and his people had 
been saved 

“Nobody,” he said, “has left the castle 
except an old Jew, wlio was seen ninning laden 
with packages in tlic direction of the swami)s. 
He lived in the keeper’s cottage on the, river, 
.and was hated for his origin and for the crimes 
of which he was suspectc'd. Children pursued 
him. And in running away he fell into the 
' Seine. He was fished but when dead, pressing 
on his heart a cup and six golden plates. You 
*can see him on the river bank in his yellow 
/.gown. With his eyes open he is horribltj.” 

“ Ah ! ” I rejilied, “ his end is due to his 
' Crimes. But his death docs not give me back 
.the best of masters whom he slew. Tell me 
. again : has nobody seen M. d’Asterac ? ” 




At the very moment when I put the questiop. 

I heard near me one of the moving shd.dpws 
cry out: » 

* “ Tlic roof is falling in ! ” 

And now T recognised with unspeakable 
horror the great black form of M. d'Astcrac 
running along the gutters. Thc^ alchemist 
shouted with a soiiiuling voice : '' 

“ I rise on wings of flame up to the seat of., 
life dUdne ! *' 


So h(* said and sudclenlv the roof fell in 
with a tremendous crash, and flames as high 
as mountains ('uvelopcd the friend of the 
Salamanders. 
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J become a Bookselli'i'—< f liavc many learned and witty 
CusLomers but none in eij^ual the Abb6 J6r6nie 
■ Coignard, D.D.. M.A. 


There is no love will stand separation. The 
memory of Jalu-l, smarting .Lt fn^l, was 
smoothed down little by little, and nothing 
remained but a vague irritation, of which she 
was no longer the only object. 

M. Blaizot aged (juickly. lie retired to 
Monliougc, to his cottage in the JieULs, and 
sold me his shop against a life annuity. Hav¬ 
ing become in his place the sworn bookst^ller 
at the Image of Saint Catherine, 1 took with 
me my father and mother, whose cookshop 
flouri.shecl no more. 1 liked my humble shop 
and took care to trim it up. I nailed on the 
doors some old Vonc-tian maps and some 
•theses ornamented with allegorical engravings, 
.which made a decoration old and odd no 


doubt, but pleasant to iriends of good learning. 
iMy knowledge, taking care to hide it cleverly. 


w'as not detrimental to iny trade. Tt would 
.''have been worse had I been a publisher like 
;■ Jdarc-Michcl Rey, and obliged like him to 
. gain m\^ living at the expense of the stupidity 
of 'the public. 

V' 1 keep in stock, as they say, the classical 
3*7 
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authors, and that is a merchandise in demand 
■ in that learned Rue Saint Jacques of which it 
would please me one day to write an accoufit 
of its antiquities and celebrities. The first 
Parisian printer established his venerable 
presses there. The Cramoisys, whom Guy. 
Patin calls the kings of the Rue Saint Jacques, 
published there the works of our historians. 
Before the erection of the (^)llege of France, 
the king’s readers, Pierre Danes, I'Yaiu^ois 
V'otable, Kaniii^, gave thc-ir lectures there in a 
shed which echoed with the cpiarrels betw^een 
the street i)orters and the washe.rwonien. And 
how ran we forget Jean de l\l-Ming, who com¬ 
posed in on(‘ of the little hoib- s of this street' 
the Roman dc la Rose ? * 

I have, the whole iious(.‘ at niy disposal : 
it is very old, and dales at least from the time 
of the (ioths, as nia\ be si'en b> the wooden 
joists crossed on the narrow hont and by the 
mossy tiles, ft has but one window on each 
.floor. The one on th(' first floor is all the year 
round ganiislird w’ilh flowers, strings are 
attached, and all sorts of climbers run up them" 
in springtime. !vly gootl old mother takes care 
of this. 

It is the windenv of her room. She can be 
seen from tin; street, reading her prayers in a 

' Jacque.s Tourncbruchc did not knu'v that Francois Villon 
also dwelt in the Kuc Saint Jacques, at the Cloi.<iter Sunt 
Benoit, in a house railed the J*orte Verte. The pupil of M. 
J6rdmc Coigiiard would no doubt have had great pleasure in' 
recalling the memory of that ancient poet, who, litce himself,^- 
had kndwn various sorts of people. ; ' 
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book printed in big letters over the image of 
S&int Catherine. Age, devotion and maternal 
pride have given her a grand air, and to sec her 
wax-coloured face under her high white cap 
one could take his oath on her being a wealthy 
citizen’s wife. 

My father, in getting old, also ac<iuircd some 
dignity. As he likes exercise and fresh air 
I employ him to carry books about town. 
First 1 employed Friar Ang(‘, but he begged of 
my customers, made them kL-v' relics, stole 
their wine, caressetl their si'rvant girls, and 
left one half of my books in the. gutters. 1 
soon gave him the sack. J5ut my good 
mother, whom he make.s believe that he is 
possessed of secn-ls for gaining heaven, gives 
him soup and wine. 1 h; is not a bad man, and 
in the end 1 bocanu? somewhat attached to 
him. 

Several learned men and some wits frequent 
my shop. And it is a great advantage to my 
trade to be in dailv contact with men of nuait. 
Among those who often come to look at new 
books and converse familiarly among them¬ 
selves there are historians as learned as 
Tfllemont, sacred orators the ecpials of Bo.ssuet 
.|tnd Bourdaloiie in ekxpienec', comic ami tragic 
poets, theologians who unite purity of morals 
with solidity of doctrine, the esteemed authors 
of “ Spanish ” novels, geometc.Ts and jihilo- 
sppherscapable,like M. Descartes,of measuring 
/and weighing the universe. I admire them, I 
; ^joy the least of their words. But not one. 
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to my thinking, is equal in genius to my deav 
master, whom 1 had the misfortune to lo^ dh 
the road to Lyons ; not one reminds ihe of 
that incomparable elegance of thought, that 
sweet sublimity, that astonishing wealth of a. 
soul always expanding and flowering, like 
the urns of rivers represented in marble in , 
gai'dens ; not one gives me that never-failing 
spring of scii^ncc and of morals, wherein I had 
the bappin.ess to quench the tliirst of my youth,. 
none give me more than a shadow of that grace, 
that wisdom, that stnnigth of thought which 
shone in M. Jerome. Coignard. I hold him tb be 
the most amiable sjiirit who has ever flourished 
on the earth. 
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■ (lIusKic ill l^iiMlisli, with llie Cniiipleli* Scl of llliislrnliniis by 
Giiavklot, Kisi-:n, lim mill oHuts, jirriinml rnr Ihe 

* coU'briilnl Froiifli i'ldilinii nf 1757 . IITi IlLiiKlrnlioiisf I'liiir 
Vols. I''nn|s 0 il|) Nvn, clnlll ('\lr.'i, Inp f‘cli:i' f*ill. Ills. iicl. 

** WlK'lhfr limy lii> iilLrnrlril by llii* sini{iiliir niirriilivi' skill ilis|ilayi*il in 
IliPSP lnk‘s, or liy llipir unique posilioii in llio liislory of lileralurc', iviulers of 
Itrirrnrciii will never be liiekiiift. mill iliosr ^\lIll sire ileliiirretl rnuii hliiilyiiii$ 
Llieiii in Hie ori;tiii:il ooiilii nut reinl llieiii in n iiiiire iilIrsu-Live form. Tlie. 
traiisliilion is nil Hint eunlil be ilesireil. suiil in n brier inlriitliieliiiii Mr 
Wnllis Kives a Hullirienr ouLline ci[ the liislory of Hie life of Hif iiiiHior.”— 
Satisman. 

BOLINGBROKE (VISCOUNT). 

liyAnTiTiiK I Tassam., M.A. Slnlesineii Sorie-: New I'Milinn 
W'illi I'nrirnit iiinl linle.y. (iruwii Kvi., i-biUi, is. net. 

BOSWORTH (JOSEPH), D.D., F.R.S., F.S. A. 

THE GOSPELS, (iiilbic ■— Ani^lu Sumiii -WyelifTe ninl 
Tyncinin N'ersimis. .Annn^'eil in I'iirallel Ciiluiiiiis. Willi 
l^L'uhuv mill Nnli-s. 1‘'niii'lji l-'diliiui. l)eiii\ avo, lis. iicl. 

BOUROET (PAUL). 

A LOVE CRIME. J'l: inslaled wiMiout iiliridunu'nl rrnin 
the I7lli I'l’e.iirli l•]dilillll. N'ew iMlilioii Willi I'oluiin'd 

l-'ronlispiecL*. C.rnwii Syo, clolb. :is. ful. 

" Who eau lake up siieli Imokh, by Hi'* ^\:ly iidmiraljly Iraiislnleu, and 
not be simply siiul nbsoliilely spellbniiiid.'*- -7Vii//i. 

BROWNE (SIR THOMAS). 

RELIOlO MEDICI, HVDRIOTAPHIA, AND 
OTHER ESSAYS. Jiio^r;i|iirK'!il liilriitliielioii mid 
I'orlrnil Sliidy by I'kank Hiianuwy.v. A.K..\. IKiiin, ebilli, 
Lnp cdKO ({ill. Is. fid. nel. limp leal her, Lop ed^re i'll!, 2s. iiel, 
slaiiipen lent her, 2s. fbl. iiel. 

De Ouiiieev rniiks Sir 'I'limuns Itriiwiie willi .leremv 'r.-ivlnr as 
llin rieliesl niul mnsl ila/./liiirr of rlielfirieiaii.s, ami .^Ir. l.owoll 
calls bini our innsL iinafjiiialiM' iniiid siiu-e Sliakes|ieari'. 

BROWNING (ELIZABETH BARRETT). 

Ry John II. Inoiia.m. l\miiieiil Wniiien Series. New Mililinii 
(sixlli). Willi Portrnil and Index. Crown itvo. rlulli. Is. nol. 

BRONTE (EMILY). 

By A. Mary V. Boiunson. r.ininciiL Women Series. New 
Edition (llllli). AVilli Portrait and Index. Crown Svo, cloUi, 
Is. net. 
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BUNYAN (JOHN). 

THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS FROM THIS 
WORLD TO THAT WHICH IS TO CpME.* 

Dclivrrcil iiiidi'r Hut siiiiililiiiU* of a tircniii ; wherein is dis- 
coMvreil Hie iiiiiniicr of his si'lliiifi; out, his clangerous journey^ 
anil suIl* arrival al Ilia ilesireii roiiiilry. Wilh a Preface by 
(]nAiii.T-:s l\iN'r.sLiiY, ami liH lllnslraliims by ('iiahles II. 
ItnwKTT. f^niwii Kvn, clolh, .‘is. Oil. , 

Tiiis New b'clKiiin of lieiinctl's " Hiinynn ” is prinleci on wove 
paper by Messrs, ('.onslabic in llieir liesi stylo, anil will he Hie 
lirsl ('.lM'‘ii|i 1‘Mitioii of Ihis ailiiiircil hoiik. 'Mie Iwo iiTeviniis 
ICililiciiis (l.ii'iginaiis, ISPiO; llrailliiiry. IKliS) wore boHi pulilisiied 
nl One ('iiiiiiea. 

" Orhilnly in Drnnett, lliiiiyitn fuiiad his illiislnilor ns iininist.'ikiihly as 
niiLlinr evrr iliil. 'J'lie hciiils iif lioioniiirf*. Iviui'uioil^*, Mislrusl, Help, 
Worklly Wiseman, Iilherelinn, Tlie l.iisl tiE llie i'lesli, I*ric1e (In iinmc no 
others), are Hie best eoiiiiiu alary IliiiL the iiiiiiinrlal lex.1 enii have. Soni^ 
times llenni'll is lerrihle ; snmelinies he lins Hie liMiileresL grace ; litiL he is 
always a iiuisIit. After reailiiig this liiiiik no oilier illtislnileil eiiition of 
Uiinynn seems possilili*." ■■■■.Irin/eriii/. 

Diviiii laliliiiii. C.lolli exlra. bevelled boards, gill edges, (is. 

CERVANTES. 

DON QUIXOTE, 'riie. 'rranslalion nf Thomas Siikt.ton, 
W'il li an Inlroibielioii by .IrsriN I It nti.y McHaiithy, 
.and iiiiinorniis llliislralions by ISii.amiWy.n. ]''oiir Yols. 

]''oo].si*ap Nvo, f'loHi, Ills. nel. 

The firsi Traiislalioii ever published, and sHli one of Hie. bcsl— 
a Translation by a ('.onleinpniary into Mli/.abi'Uniii Miiglish. 

“ 11 is lies! Ill re.ad * I Uni Qiiixni.'' in .Spaiiisli; il is next best Lo rend 
liim in Hie l-hlglish of Shelhni." luUtnr. 

— EXEMPLARY NOVELS. 'rranslnlod by 
.Iamf.s .MAniir. (Kiln). Willi Twelve. Illiisirnlioiis by I-'hank 
Hhanowyn. Two VoLs. b'oolscap Svo, .'is. not. 

This I'raiislatioii (of wbicii this is Hie llrsL lleiiriiil) was re- 
issiieil in Hi.'i'i iiiule.r Hic Hilo of *' DeligliL in Several Sliupes.'' 
ItuHi is.siies arc exlreniely scarce, and Hiis llepriiil will, wc 
Hiiiik, be welcomed by Hie book-loving piililic. 

CHAFFERS (WILLIAM). 

THE KERAMIC GALLERY. Conluining several 
litindrecl Hluslrnlioiis of Hare, C.iirioii.s, and (Mioice Ivxainples 
nf Pntlcry and Poreelaiii frniii Hie KarliesL Times lo Hie 
iieginniiig of Hie. XIXHi (Icnliiry, with llislorienl NoHccs and 
Deserijiliniis. .\ New l-Iililion. rtevised and iMlitcd by II. M. 
(h’Nii.M.r., J.S.O., ■•'.S.A. Koyal Kvo, cUilli extra, lop edge 
gilt, to range with Hie same AiiHior's " Marks and .Monograms 
on Poll cry." .'{.'is. net. 

This New Rdition, wliicli lias liee.n tliornuglily Revised and 
provided with an Index, conlains over 100 man*. iOxnniples llinn 
Hic Pirsl Kdilioii. besides live, in (kiloiir, is in one volume instead 
nf two, and is issued at half Hie price. 
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CHAFFERS (WILLIAM;. 

HANDBOOK TO KERAMICS. 1‘^xlracteil from 
• the above by H. M. Cundali.. I.S.O., F.S.A. Wllh bunilreds 
of Illustrations and foTniing Uie most iiscfui (hiiilc to Collectors. 
It is unilorm witli the same AiUlior's “ 1 laud-book La*Marks 
and Monograms." l*ost 8vo, lis. 

cooks (M. C., M.A.). 

A MANUAL OF STRUCTURAL BOTANY; 

lor the use of Classes, Schools, aiul I'rivalu SLuiloiiLs. WitJi 
over 200 Illiistralioiis by lliuM'i.u. 'riiirly-ninlli 'riioiisiiiid. 
roolscap 8vo, clolli boanls, cut Hush, Is. 

-A MANUAL OP BOTANIC TERMS. New 

and ^'lllargl*d IZdiliuii. Willi llluslrulinns. i'lMilscuii 8vo, 
cloth, 2s. (id. 


By the Author of “ The (ireen Hand.'* 

CUPPLES (GEORGE). 

A SPLICED YARN : Siiiiic .Strands fro: i llu: l.iiu Cable 
of llill niilluii. Jlliislriiled by h'ltANK itiiA.vowYN. ('.mwii 8vo, 
clolii, 3s. (id. 

A new book by the AiiLliurof one of the besl sea stories e\er 
written, mid one Lliut il is hoped will be welcomed tin ils own 
account. 


DALHOUSIE (MARQUIS OF). 


iiy (]u])l. L. .J. 'i'lioTTjm. 
With I’orlruil and index. 


Slale-smeii Series. New i-]diLioii. 
Crown 8vu, clolh. Is. net. 


DASENT (SIR GEORGE WEBBE). 

TALES PROM THE PJELD. A Series of I'oiuilar 
Tales from the Norse of J*. Cii. .■VsiuOitNsK.N'. With MU 
Illiislralioiis by Movii Smii'm. Crown 8vo, cloth exlru. 3s. Cul. 

New lidilion of lliis cluiriiiing collecliun of Scuiutimiviun Folk 
Talcs, being the coiitinuulioii cil lids Author's celebruU-tl" Tales 
from the Norse." 

DE QUINCEY. 

A SELECTION OP HIS BEST WORKS. 

Museum J'Iditioii. With Tilles, Pori rail, and Minding designed 
by b'lfANK llu.vNOwvN, Two Vols. Imperial Itiinu, cloth. Lop 
edge gilt, 3s. net, limp leather, Lop edge gilt, -Is. net, stamped 
Icallicr, gilt edges, £>s. net. 

Contents :—Confessions of an thiglish Opium Eater— 
SuBplra de Profundis—On Murder, considered ns one of the line 
Arts—Eiiglisli Mail Coach, etc., etc. 
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DERBY (LORD). 

ny T. E. KisiiBLii. Slntcsmcii Series. New Edilion. With* 
Portrait and IniU‘X. Crown 8vo, clolli. Is. net. ■ 

DEVON EDITIONS. 

A Series of Sliiiidanl llliislraled Books. Bound in extra cloth 
(tilt, with hcYclled biianls and gilt edges. Designed for 
PrcseiiliiLion. Puhlislied at Us. 

Lopna Doone. By Blackiimrc. 
ChPlBtOWell. By Biackiiiore. 

Westwapd Ho ! By C. Kingsley. 
PllgPlm'B PPOerPOBS. By Biinyuii. 

DOLLINGER (JOHN J. I., D.D., D.C.L.% 

THE CENTILE AND THE JEW IN THE 
COURTS OF THE TEMPLE OF CHRIST. 

An Iiilruducticiii to tlic History of (ihrisLiaiiity. Translated by 
N. l).\iiNULLy .M..\. Seeund hMiliun. Two S^ds. Demy 8vo, 
TJs. net. 

“ The iiiimeiise rrsi'siri'h and srliohirsliip LhnL ore ciiiliedilcti in Dr. DGi- 
liiiKcr's »iirk micler 11 iiivoliinlile for nil nlio ore iiilcrested in llie history of 
relif'ioii, espcelMlly in lliu history iil lliose png:iu religions which, so fnr as 
I'^iiropp iiiiil the nearer h^isl are eoncenieil, Inive now eoniplcLely vnnislied. 
The naliirc, origiii, iind sigiiilleniiee of religions riles pnielisncl among the 
(irceks, the 1’ersiuns, the l£g>'pluiiis, ninl llin IUmuoiis are. explained in a 
niaiiiUT as aiiLliorilaLlvc as il is lucid, Lhe work being llius rendered one of 
the must attractive and Inslniclive ever placed before Iho public.'* 

-the first ages of CHRISTIANITY 

AND THE CHURCH. Translnted hy IIisniiy Nut- 
i'.oMiin Dxi£niiasi. Poiirlli Edition. One Vol. Dciny 8vo, 
Us. net. 

This forms a setiiiol to Llie above, and is a history of tho first 
70 years of the. C.lirislian era. Botl; have long been scarce- and 
niiicli wanted. 

DRAYTON (MICHAEL). 

HYMPHEDEA. Shakespeare I feud Press. 250 printed 
on hund-iuade paper. Royal lUiiio, 3s. lid. net. ' 

DURANDUS (WILLIAM), Bishop of Monde. 

THE SYMBOLISM OF CHURCHES AND 
CHURCH ORNAMENTS. 'J'ransliilioii of Hie First 
Book of Llie “ Bulionaie Divinoriiiii Onioioruiii,'’ with an Iiitro- 
ducliiry Essay and Notes I>y Bev. J. \I. NiiAi.c and Rev. 13. 
Wkhu. Demy 8vo, cloth, Os. net. 

" The reiiriiit of this translnlion.whieh was made In 18-12 for the Cambridge 
Camden Society, will be welcomed by all who are attracted by symbolism 
in art and archltcrturc, ns it concerns our clmrchcs and our church services.” 
—‘Church Quarterlg Peoiew. 
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.DURHAM (J. M. M. B.). “Marshmnn/' 

• A MEDLEY OF SPORT. ^Vil1l Illiislriilinns hy 
Balpii (^i.KAVKn, I*'. S. Cf)iii'i«N', I*ai;k IIaiiiiv, l''itAMc Snii'Tii- 

• OATK, GliOl'FllKV STIIAIIAN, ailfl ('.ATdN Wooiivii.i.i-:. • Dciiiy 
8vo, ololli cxLrn, 7s. Oil. 


EARLY ENGLISH DRAMA SOCIETY. 


THE 1st SERIES citiupriscd— 


John Heywood. Tiircc 
Viils. 

Anonymous Plays 

(Four SiTics). 

John Bale. 


Nicholas Udal. 
Edwards, Norton & 
Saokvllle. 

Wever 8c InselandL 
Ulplan Fill well. 


Tlio wliolc Ilf llio rssiie (willi lliu rxcL’plinii of a few I.nrgc 
r.'ipcr (Iiipics, prifi‘ v:‘JO) was suliscrilu'il for. 


THE 2nd SERIES of 'rwidvo Vuls., Kii nrl (r.nrgo 
I^ipi'r, for wliirli iinnii's of Siiliscrilicrs aiv now being 

rcroivi'fl. will conlain llio followiiii;. niiil cover the Daeon- 


Slinkcspearu period. 

Anonymous Plays 

({•'oiir Series). 

Barnes, Barnaby. 
Brandon, Sam. 
Chettle, Hy. 
Haugrhton, Thos. 
Hushes, Thos. 
Lupton, Thos. 
Munday, A. 
Preston, T. 


Porter, Hy. 

Rowley, Sam. 
Waerer, Lewis. 
Woser, William. 
Wapul, Georere. 
Whetstone, Georg-e. 
Wilkins, George. 
Wllmot, Robert. 
Wilson, Robert. 


« EDITIONS TO HAVE.” 

Foolscnji 8vo. Price 2s. (id. iiei per Vol. /'or /nil entnlngning 
see under each .1 vthor. 

Scott (Michael). The ('.rnisc of llic Midge. 

Smollett (Tobias). Ifnilcrick Handoin. Tlircc Vols. 

- Peregrine. Pickle. Four Vols. 

- Count Fullioin. Tw'o Vols. 

-Sir Litniicclnl. Greaves. One Vol. 

- lJuniphrey Clinker. Tw*» Vols. 

Lamb (Charles). CoinplcLc Works. Six Vuls. 
Cervantes. Don Quixote. Four Vols. 

- Exemplary Novels. Two Vols. 

Boooacoto. The Decameron. Four Vols. 

Lane (Ed. W’.). The Arabian Nights. Six Vols. 
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••EDITIONS TO have: r:o/ififiu«f. 

Le SasOt (iil UUis. I*'niir Vols. , 

Rabelais. Works. ]''ivc Vols. 

skapfiraret of Navappe. The llcptninuron. FiveVois. 
Montesquieu. I^ersliin l.cl(ors. 'riirci! Vols. 
Rpasmus. ColltxiiiK'N. 'I'lircu Vols. ■- 

- — Pr:iise of Folly. One Vol. 

BeokfOPd. Vnlhck. One Vol. 

Salnt-Beuve. lilssnys. Three Vols. 

Alnswopth. Windsor Cnslle. Two Vols. 

-Tower of London. Two Vols. 

-St. Jaincs'.-«. One Vol. 

-Old St. Paul’s. Two Vols. 

-Oiiy Fawkes. 'J’wo Vols. 

- ---- Star Chamber. One Vol. 

-Itookwood. Two Vols. 

-Jack SlioppnrrI. Two Viils. 

-bliLch of Hacon. One Vol. 

:-Crichton. Two Vols. 

- - Miser's DaiiKhler. Two Vols. 

-Spcndllirift. One Vol. 

Chapman’s Iloincr. Four Vols. 

PlePB Ploughman’s vision and Creed. Two Vols. 
Selden’s Table Talk. One Vol. 

Lewis (M. G.). The Monk. Tlirce Vols. 

Rousseau’s Confessions. Two Vols. 

Voltalpe. Tales and Romances. Tlirce Vols. 

EDGEWORTH (MARIA). 

Ily Hr.i.nN Zisisiinix. J'hninenI Women .Series. New F'dillon., 
Willi PorlraiL and Index. Crown Kvo, ulotli, Is. net. 

ELIOT (GEORGE). 

Ry .Matiiildk Rltno. Eminent Women Series. New Edition. 
Willi Portrait and Index. Crown 8 i'o, cloth. Is. net. 

EMERSON. 

ESSAYS. Museum Edition. With Tille, Portrait, and 
Rinding, designed by Fiiank Ruangwyn. Two Vols. Imperial 
161110 , cloth, top edge gill, 3s. net, limp leatlicr, top edge gilt, 
4s. net, stamped IcaUicr gilt edges, 5s. net. 
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EMINENT WOMEN SERIES. 

Ediled by John £I. [NaiiA.M. New Editions. NVilli Pnrlrails 
and Index, ('.rowii 8vo, Is. net. 

* Albany, Countess of. Vernon i.ee. 

Austen, Jane. Mrs. .MaTilcn. 
bPOnt3, Emily, a. .Mary 1*. IbiliiiiKoii. 

* Browning:, Elizabeth Barrett. .foJm ii. ingrain. 
Edgreworth, Marla. 1 Men Ziinniem. 

Eliot, Georg:e. Mallulde Jtlind. 

Fry, Elizabeth. Mrs. !<:. it. Pilnian. 

* Fuller, Marg:aret. .lulia Ward llnwe. 

Godwin, Mary Wollstonecraft. LiixaiicUi itubins 
Pennell. 

Lamb, Mary. .\nnu Gilchrlsi. 

Martlneau, Harriet. Mrs. i-vnwk-k Miiim 

* Marg^aret of Ang:ouleme. .Mary i-'. Unbiiistni. 

* More, Hannah, ciiarluiie M. Vniii'i-. 

* Roland, Madame. Maliiilde Jiiind. 

Rachel. Mrs. A. Kennaril. 

Sand, Gcorgre. Iterllia Tliomas. 

* Shelley, Mrs. .Mrs. itasselli. 

Slddons, Mrs. Mrs. A. Kennard. 

* Staei, Madame de. ik'll:) DniTy. 

Victoria, Queen. Mrs. Paweell. 

Wesley, Susanna. I'.liza Clarke. 

ERASMUS. 

FAMILIAR COLLOQUIES CONCERNING 
MEN, MANNERS, AND THINGS. TranslaU-d 
liy N. llAU.iiY, and l*aliled willi Nnles, by I he Itev. I-:. .Jiminhiin, 
M.A. With L'orlraiL. Three Vnls. buolseap 8vii, cluLli, 
7s. dll. net. 

A ItepriiiL in eoiiveiiieiil form, of liie best edilion of J-Irasiuus's 
inosL fiiiiions work. 

_IN PRAISE OF FOLLY. A New Edilion, with 

l.ife of Erasmus, and bis l-JiiisUe lo Sir 'riinoAs .Mum-:, lllus- 
Iralcd will! numerous eurlous eiils inserted in I lie Lexl, from Llic 
designs of 1 T.\ns 1 Ioi.n]-:iN. Foolseap 8vo, clolli, 2s. (id. net. 

** In this satire, written in the full iiinliirily of Ills powers, wo have 
&usinus In liis happiest and most clislinelive vein, as the iniui ol letters 
and the general eritic of .Men niul Tlimgs.*'—1*. lli'.Mr IIiiow.n. 

* The Volumes marked arc at present oui n/ print. 
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EVERYMAN, THE SUMMONING OF. 

(Before 15U0). ^ 

Museum Drninalisis. EdiLcd with Nutc-bouk and Word List 
by John S. pAnMisR. Foolscap 8vo, cloth 2s. net, paper. Is. 6d.f 
net! 

“ This reprint f»r ‘ Kveryman,' the recent producllon of wliieli on the 
thCHlre slum* iiuiny will ri'inriiiljer. is very weleuiiie. This iiiorul olay is 
now lUi) years olil. yet it takes sueii a linlcl upon the fcelinipt uiilviVsul to 
huniunity, as renders ft alinosl as good rending to-day as it was on its lint 
appearanee.”— Cuiinlru L,i/e. 


FLAUBERT (GUSTAVE). 

BALAMBO. Traiislalcil rrinu the Freiicli" h^ditioii Defiiii- 
live" by J. S. ('.iiAiiTKhs. New Kdiliuii (fourth). With 
Frontispiece in tlolours. ('.rown 8vo, eluth, 3s. (id. 

'* The trniiKlalor has Hi.-roughly iiiidersliiiiil the original and has sue- 
eoeileil in pulling it into good Fiiglisli. Thu type, paper anil ninleTtnl 
execution of Ihe vohinie, iiisiile ami otil, lea\e iiolhing to he desiml."— 
Weatuiinslcr Jtvricw. 


- -MADAME BOVARY: PROVINCIAL 

MANNERS. Traiisluleil by V.. M.Mct-Avj-u.iNO. With an 
liitriulueliiiii and Noirs of the I'nieecitiiigs againsL Ltic .\iilhor 
Iiofinv llie “'I'rihiinal (ioiTeetiiiiiiiei" of Paris. New T^ditinii 
(liflh). Willi Friiiilispieee ill ('.olour. ('.rnwii 8 mi, eloLh, 3s. (id. 

*** Msidanie Itovury* grips yuiir very vilals willi im iiiviiieilile power, like 
some seeiic >oii iiiivu really wiliiesseil, sonic event wliieli is ucliinlly hap¬ 
pening lielorc your eyes.”—Ksiii.n 7.nt.\. 


FORBES (HENRY O., LL.D., F.Z.S., etc.) 

Diivrlor of Mus(‘iini.s, Liverpool. 

A HANDBOOK TO THE PRIMATES. The 

Nnliirnlisls' IJlirnry. Very iiiinierous llliisiralions in (Inlourby 
Kki'i.umans. Tw'o Vnis. fh'iivvn Svo, chilli. New and Cheaper 
J'^dilion, each 3s. Gd. net. 

CoNTK.NTs :—Vol. I. l.einnros. Monkeys, and Apes.—Vol. II. 
Maeacpies—(iiieiions—(iiierezns— Lungiirs —Gihlions —Orang- 
uliins —Chiinpaiizccs, etc. 


FOX (CHARLES JAMES). 

Lly 11. O. Wakkman. Stnlesineii Series. New I'Milion. With 
FnrlrniL and Index. Crown 8v(i, cloth, Is. net. 

FRENCH FICTION, REPRESENTATIVE. 

“ VizisTULi.Y" traiiKlnlioiis complete and nccurnlc. New 
KdiLions, new Hinding and Coloured b'rontispicce to eadi. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. Cd. I'or full tatnltujuing sr-: iindrr Author. 

The Bohemians of the Latin Quaptep. By 

Henri Murger. 

SalambO. By Gustave Flaubert. 

Madame Bovapy. Uy Gustave Flaubert. 
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FRENCH FICTION— Con/r/ified. 

^ Mademoiselle de Maupln. liy TiiOojiiiiir Gautier. . 

Tales and Romances, ny Th^opiiiic Gnuiicr. 

* Queen P6dauque.'* By Aunlole France. • 

A Love Crime. By Paul Buiir{;ci. 

TJie Mapl-Plt Mystery. By <Jc<ii-«es oimct. 

Renee Mauperin. By I’il. anti J. tie Goncnuri. 

Now liclnri issued in mmillily \o1uiiick ; ollirrs in prepara¬ 
tion. 

FRY (ELIZABETH). 

By Mrs. F. B. IMtman. BiiiiiU'iil W'oii!—New I'ldition. 
With Portrait ami Index. Crown Svn, cloLii, Is. net. 

FULLER (MARGARET). 

By .li'i.iA W.Miii llowi-:. Biiiiiienl Women S> ries. New lud 
Willi Porlruil and Index. Crown X\o, eiolli. Is. net. 

GAMBETTA (LEON). 

By 1*11 \NK T. .Maii7.i.m.s. Slalesiiicii Series. New' I*jdition. 
Willi PorlraiL and Imle.\. Crown Hvo, elulli. Is. iicl. 

GANZ (HENRY F. W.). 

PRACTICAL HINTS ON PAINTING, COM¬ 
POSITION, LANDSCAPE, AND ETCHING. 

Willi very niiineroiis llliislrnlii)ii.s, some in t'olour. Third 
I'^dilion. Pciny Kvo, jiaper, 2s. (id. nel, nr elolli 3s. (id. net. 

** Done ill a ver^ snllsfiictorv iiiiiniipr. We know of iiii oilier liaiul-book 
In wliirli the pi'iiielples ot (lie besi Cuiiliiientiil IcaeliiiiK nre seL forth so 
luelitly mill siieeliictly.'*— Arts tttnl Cni/ls. 

“ It will he seen hy the title Hint this lit lie luuik Is wuiulerrully etniipru- 
linnslve ; it iiiny Interest the sluileiit to know lluit it is eipiiilly sunncl.'*— 
Tit-Dny. 

-PRACTICAL HINTS ON MODELLING, 

DESIGN, AND MURAL DECORATION. With 
a forcworil by Alfrisi) Gii.ukiit, M.V.U., B.A., D.G.L. clc. 
Nuincrous Illuslralioiis. Demy 8vo, clolli, 3s. Gd. net, or 
paper, 2s. Gd. net. 

** X slioulil indeed hiivc been gratehil for such ii text-huuk ns (he one I om 
here pleased to Introduce, coiiiprehenilluK ns it does in so concise a form 
history, tlic'ory, and practice, loKcllicr with many valuable sugHcstlons.'* 
ALVBliU GlLUElIT, II. A. 
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GAUTIER (THEOPHILE). 

MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN. A Homancc qf' 
I^ovc and Passion. Naw P'dilioii (sixth). With Frontispiece in 
(flours, r.rown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. , 

" The iioldi'ii liotilc ol spirit and sense, llie holy ivrit of lioauly '*—A. C. 
SWINBUHNE. 

-TALES AND ROMANCES. Trunsivied hy 

Lai-'<:ai) 1 u llnAiiN. New I'^ditioii (tliird). With Frunlispicco 
in (Colours. Onwii 8vn, cinlh, 3s. lid. 

(iuNTKNTS :—One ol (3co]i:ilru's Nifjhls.—(jlnriinoiide.— 
Arriii Marcella.—Miiinniy’s Foot.—Oinphalc.—Kiiift Can- 
daules. 

*' Gautier Is an iiilniitiiblo model. 1Ii> inaiiner is so liffht and true, so 
really rrealive, his f.uiey so alert, lii!i lasle so happy, his huiiiour so i{eiiiul. 
that he makes illusion aliiiosl us euiilsiKimis us luuKlitcr.”—Mr. IIeniiy 
James. 

GILLMORE (PARKER). 

ENCOUNTERS WITH WILD BEASTS. 

Illuslrated by Ai.iotni) T. ICi.wes. ('.niiiiired l‘'roiilis|)iccv. 
New anti (Cheaper l■'dilioll (lirih), eniwii •tvo, eliilli exira, 3s. Od. 

A iiiiirh ini])i'oved J-Idilioii of a f:i\(iiirile hook, Hiving as il 
doe.s iiieideiils in Ilie inirsiiii of bill lAiiinc in all i)arl.s of the 

world. II is on IJie. list of llie Liiiiduii .School lioard (now 

L.C.C.), and makes an excellent ])ri7.e or ftifl-book. 

GLADSTONE (Rt. Hon. W. E.i. 

A STUDY FROM LIFE. Uy Ifj-iMiv W. I.i-cy. 
Slalcsnicn iSeries. New Ediliun. ^^itll PorlraiL and Index. 
Crown 8vo, eloLh, is. nel. 

GODWIN (MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT). 

fly J-h.izATiETii ItoaiNs I'l-.NNKi.i.. Miiiiiiciil Woiiieii .Series. 
New J^ditioii. With Porlrail and Judex. Crown Nvo, Is. ncL. 

GONGOURT (E. and J. DE). 

RENEE MAUPERIN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. (iil. 

" One ol llie most palhelle. roinniiees of inir day. llniiiiiiiK lliruuRli 
almost the whole ffniiiiil of hiiuiaii passion, il has llie nlLcrnallves of sun¬ 
shine anti shade Ihut exist bi real life ."—Morning l*owl. 

GOULDSBURY (C. E.). 

DULALL THE FOREST GUARD. A Talc of 
Sport and Advenliire. in Liic Forests of iiungal. Crown 8vo, Gs. 

GRATTAN (HENRY). 

Uy HoBEiiT Dumlop. Slalesineii Series. New Edition. With 
PorLruiL and Index. Crown 8vo, cloLh, Is. net. 
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HERRICK (ROBERTA 

HESPBRIDES. The Poems and othep Re¬ 
mains. ]£<lilcil by W. (3 aiiuw liAXi.iiT. Two Vols. l*ouls- 
cnp 8vo, buckram, l(i]> cdRu {jilL, Tis. iiol. 

* ** lliK real ilcliglit was nnumg llowcrs iiml Im-s. anil iiyinphs iinckriipliUi; 
and ccrlalnly llit'sr gracfriil siibji'cls were nrver Iuintl]u<l linin' mriicrrtdly.'' 
- MaIIV IlUSSEl.l, MlTFOlin, 

HEYWOOD (JOHN). 

A DIALOGUE OF EFFECTUAL PROVERBS 
IN THE ENGLISH TONGUE CONCERNING 
MARRIAGE. IDiliLi'il Iiy JiiiiN S. ]''Ait.Mi£n. ('.niwii 8vo, 
clolli, Tis. ncl. 

A New Mdilioii of Ibis vnliinlilc book of cniiy Proverbs (1502). 
Tlio pruvloiiK J'alitinii, edited liy Siiaii>m.\ (1877). was very 
iiiiperfccL. Tills is a uoniple.te. lieprinl, and eoiiluiiis the Tiiilcx 
lo Ihc I’roverlis prepared fur the Speni'i'i' Sii-.n'ly and never 
issued—the MS. Iiaviii)* been lost fur lliirly years, (lb'll) f.Vi/uVs 
ofi/f/ iirintni.) 

-FOUR P.P. AND THE PARDONER AND 

THE FRIAR, THE CURATE AND NEIGH¬ 
BOUR PRATT. Miiseiini Drainnlisls. Mdileil with 
Niitc-tiook and Word List by .Iiiiin S. I'oolscap Kvu, 

:'!::tli, 2s. net, or paper. Is. Od. net. 

“This lii'atiliriilly pi-uclui'inl repriiil is I'llili-il liy Julni S. I''nniitr, 
wlio Kuppllus nil iiilfn'Stinii iiitmrliu'lioii, it noli'-liook and a wonl-lisl."— 
Scotsman. 

-JOHN JOHN THE HUSBAND, TIB HIS 

WIFE, AND SIR JOHN THE PRIEST, also 
(ANON.) TOM TILER AND HIS WIFE. 

Museum Dramalisis. Two Tudor “ Shrew" plays. I'Idiled with 
Note-hook amt Word LisL liy .John S. rAiiMi:ii. J'nolscap 
Kvil, elolli. 2s. nut, or paper, Is. OtI. net. 

“ A gnjiipiiig 111 two shn'W jdays one nltrilitiled lo .Tnlin Ileywooil iiiul Hic 
other Aiioiiyiiions. “The ilialoaiie iiinl songs are Iheniseivcs of sneh 
verve, snap nml wil not inferior lo the liesl of lliiil day.''-—I'nifessor 

(lAVLKV. 

HINKSON (K. T.). 

EXPERIENCES: A BOOK OF POEMS. Crown 
8vo, Shtikrs/n'arc ileatl Press, Us. fid. net. 

“She tins tlio rasL-iiiiiLiiig eiiaraeleri-slu'ally Irish rliythiii." — 
Chronicle. 

HOMER. 

THE ILIADS AND ODYSSEYS OF HOMER, 
PRINCE OF POETS. Ne.ver heforo in any iauguaKc 
inly translated. Done accordiiifi to tlie Greek by CiKunoE 
Chapman, witli Iiitrodnclion and Notes li> the Jlnv. IticifAnn 
I foopKii, .M..\. l^oiir Vols. Wide foolsenp Nvo, biiekraincxlra, 
lop edge gilt, 10s. net. 

“ Oft of Olio wide expanse hud I been tokl. 

That dwp-lirow’d 1 loiiicr rul'd us Ills demesne; 

Yet did 1 never brenthe Its pure srmic. 

Till 1 Iicnrd Chapiiiiin speak out loud and bold.*'—K gats. 
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KINGSLEY (CHARLES). 

WESTWARD HO! Devon Erlillon. With Six PI 10 I 0 -, 
gravure Illiislrations from Drawing's sprciully marie by F. .1. 
\Yii}(ii£HY. Crown Svo, cloth cxlru, {{ilL erlgcs, (is. • 

I 

KIRBY (W. F .9 F.L.S .9 F.Ent.S.)* Dopl. of 
Zoology, B.M. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE ORDER LEPI- 
DOPTERA. 'I'lio Nnliirulisls’ Library. Very iniii*eroiis 
lllll^l^ations in Coluiir. Five Vols. Crown Kvo, rloLli, New 
anil ClieaiKr I'alilion, cacti 3s. (iil. net. 

ButtePllles. Tlirce Vols. 

Motha. Two Vols. 

('.oNTKNTs :—Voj. t. lilt mil iict 1011 : Nyinplialiibe, with siili- 
ilivisioiis. — Vol. ]I. Libyllicifliv, Lciniiriida*, Lyeiviiula', 
Pioi'iihi' I''f|iiitir1a‘.—Vol. 111. Ilrsperiidu' anil Motlis. Mega- 
tliymiihe to NoloiloutiitiiP.—Vol. IV. Sphinges anil llonibycTs, 
Diblidgraphy.—Vol. V. Norliia' anil (jeoinclrse, Micro- 
I.epiiloptera. 

“ Mr. Kii'tiy is In bo eoiiRriiliil.'ileil on Hits lioolc. The scheme Is iiilnilr- 
alilc, till* I'oiitents well :irraii|ail, unit the ilesci'ijilifins :ieriir:i(i> iiiitl liieiil. 
Till* cnUiiirt'il pljilos ore rleservini! of tlie liiKliesI jiriiisc.''- Lantl ttnil Water. 

LAMB (CHARLES). 

COMPLETE VTORKS. r'dlteil with Notes, by Pr-:ni'.v 
I'lTZGj'HAi.n. A New Eilitioii. With j-jglitcon Pinirails of 
Lamb nnil bis b'rieiiils. Six Vols. Foolscap tivo, elolli extra, 
l.'is. net. 

(’.iiNTR.NTs ;— Vol. T. Talfourcl’s Memoir, Corrcsponilence. — 
Vol. M. C'.orrespoiiilcnce.—^\’ol. 111. Correspoiulcnee, Klia.— 
Vol. IV. Elia I'^ssays.—Vol. V. Talcs, Plays, Shctelies.—^Vol. 
VI. SkuLciies, Heviews, Poems.— liiilex. 

** Ills works will lie rrceivtsl as omongst Hit* mosl vlnbnrntely finished 
KC 11 IS of literal are : ns eiiMnel sperimrns which express tin* iiIihohL clelirjicjr, 
purity, anil li'iiclcrncss of I he niilloniil intellecl, logelher witli the nircst 
felicity of finish mid i-xpressiuii ."—De Qiiinreu. 

LAMB (MARY). 

Ity Mrs. CiTT.CHRi.ST. Emiiicnl Wniiicn Series. New Edit ion 
(fouilh). With Portrait and Index. Cmwn 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 

LEITH (ALICIA A.). 

A PLANT OF LEMON VERBBaiA, A Somerset 
Idyll. Willi a Fronlispiccc by Wahnr IlnowNK. Tastefully 
printed and bound. Foolscap 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

“ It Is pcrfeclly utaannlnik— Qtiern. 
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LEE (CHARLES). 

THE WIDOW WOMAN. A Cornish 'I'nlc. Third 
Mdilion. Fonlscnp Mvo, doth extra, Ifs. 

A New Edition oT a book thaL was rccdvi'd witli a dionis of 
praisefrom tiio press, ami of wliicli two larK^* J-alitiinis lAivc been 
sold. 

OUR LITTLE TOWN, and other Corntsh 
Tales and Sketches. Crown iivo, :)s. lui. 

LE SAGE. 

THE ADVENTURES OF OIL BLAS OF 
SANTILLANA. Traiislali'd liy llr.Niii v.vv Latn. 
Willi Introduction, I-ifr, and Notis. Twenty-one IMiolo- 
Hraviircs from designs by An. I.ai.m'zi-.. Four Vols. h'oolKcap 
8 vo. riotli extra, los. net. 

Tlie llrsL Iiniidy balilion nF Ibis, 'li- ... '■ laiisliiliiiii of l,n 

SAiii-:'s iiiasli-rpici'i*, llii' prr\ ions ICililion ha\iiif{ been pnlilisJied 
liy I'alersou ill Tliree Vols. imperial iSvo. 

LEWIS (M. G.). 

THE MONK. A Itiiiiianee. Poi'lriiil and iMfjlil ]-'le1iin({s, 
by H. C. .\nMorii. Tliree Vols. I’oolseap Svo, elolh extra, 
7;:. lid. net, 

A Now J-;dilioii of Ibis remarkalile iionk priiileil verbal ini from 
the livsl, the Author's eniTeelioiis of his nwn ifraninialieal slips 
niul of printer's errors excepted. 

LONG (W. H.). 

NAVAL YARNS, LETTERS, AND. ANEC¬ 
DOTES. Coniprisiiif» accoiiiils oF Sea Fights and WiTeks, 
Actions with I-Tivates and Privateers, iroiii l(il(i to IHUl. 
Many now For the llrst time printed. Collected anil Edited 
bv W. II. Cong, Author of "Medals of the Itrilish Navy 
aiiil How llie.y were Won," etc. With a Frontispiee.c by 
Frank Uiianowyn, and Jlhislrations from Contemporary 
Prints. C.rown Svo, cloth extra, Os. 

•' This is n book ol Sailors’ iind Mtclshlpmi*irs Letters--real dnriinients— 
written from oiir old wooiIen wnrsliips wlien tlie smoke oF llie bailie Iiiiil 
elrorcd oil. . . . In nliiinst every letter mill Joiirnnl In Ibis eoIli>eliiin we 
nro . 1 Ihfi lower deck ; we liinil nt the nipi-s, smell lliv powder .is il eonies 
up, ml liear Ihe talk ol Ihe men at the Hiiiis. . . . This is splrntiid.”— 
A cadi mu. . 

Sec " Nel.soiiiaii nciniiilscoiices," p. 21. 

LOST ” TUDOR PLAYS : Recently 
Recoveped, and Some Otheps. 

Foolscap Svo, boards, 12s. net. Ditto, Large Paper Copies (00 
printed), erown -Ito. buckram, 42s. nel. 

Contents :—l. Mankind.—2. Nature.—3. The May of Wit 
and Science.—1. Rospiibliea.—5. Wealth .uni I Icallli.—0. Im¬ 
patient Poverty.—7. John the Evangelist. Note-book and 
Word List. 
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LYDEKKER (RICHARD, B.A., F.R.S.). 

A HAND-BOOK TO BRITISH MAMMALIA. 

TJiG Natui'iilisls' l.ilirary. Nuiiutiuik ('olmin'd lIliislrnlionK. 
Onu Vol. Crown Kvo, vIolli.Now anil Clivapcr I'Millon, 3s. till., 
nvl.” 

CoxTiiNTS :—Hals, 11cilffcliog, Mnli'S, Wilil Cal, Wolf, i'ox, 
Marinis, I’olorals and Wcasids, Hadfivr, Oiler, Seals, Siiiiirrcl, 
nnrinit'e. Mice, Hals, Voles, Hares, Halibils, Oxen, *‘i>eer, 
Horqiials, Sperni Whales, elc.. etc. 

" Mr. T.ydekker has dlHi'lini'Ked liis task in an able iiiaiiiier ami has Klven 
nil up-lo-il:il(* nccounl of Llils ((rent Mnnimaliaii Uiiler. I'lie iialiiialist 
will u|ipn:einte tlii* illiisIriiliiiiiK, wliieli nre as tnir In iialiire as siieli rnliiiiifii 
plfilcs can pussihlj he."- - (llusytiw IlvruM. 

-A HAND-BOOK TO THE CARNIVORA. 

Till* N'aUiralisls’ I.ibrary. l*arL 1.—Cals, C/ivels and Miin- 
Koosrs. Niimeroi!.: (Coloured IllnsIrations. One Vol. Crown 
Kvo, clolli. New and C.lieaper I^dilion, :ts. till. nel. 

CoNTKNTS:—(’.als, I.ion, Tif{er, Leopard, .laf^iiar, I'liiiia, 
Ocelol, r.ynx, C.ivels, Miin^oo.se, ele., ele. 

" This vcAiiine is iinisl tisefiil. Then* Is nn iloiilil Ihiil Mr. I.yilekker has 
doiio n very IhoniiiRli plere. of work."- /ini/// CnniitMe. 

-A HAND-BOOK TO THB MARSU- 

PIALIA AND MONOTRBMATA. The Nalnralisls’ 
Library. Niiinernns ('.olinired llliislraliiins. One Vol. ('.rowii 
Kvo, ciolh, New and (jheaper r.dilion, .'is. till. nel. 

Covrr.NTs :—Kniif^aroos and Wallabies, IMialanKers, Wiaii- 
bnls, Haiidiroots, Dasyures, [*oiiehed .Mice, Marsupial Moles, 
Opossums, cle., ole. 

"This book Is in every way rx.eellent. II will salisfy Ihe seieiilifie 
rcniler, IniL Is so wrilleii iis In be easily intclllKiiile ami pleasaiiL Lii llinse 
who nre only KeniTiil renders ."—Itfrniiiujham 

MARGARET OF NAVARRE. 

THB HBPTAMERON. Newly Translaled inlo I'hiiflish 
from the AullienUe Texi of M. Li-: llnrx ui-: Lincv. With uii 
Essay upon llie lleplanioron by ( 11 : 0 . .S.vi.NTHiiritY, 
Scventy-Llirce. rnll-ra(ie Plales ile.sif(tied by S. L'liKUOKMiiiHo. 
Five Vols. b'liolscnp Kv:i, elolli exirn, 12s. (id. nel. 

Tills Edilinn bus been made williniil llie .sli|:ililesl siippre-ssioii 
or abridAtncnl, and eunlains all llie inorc vnlliable Noles to lie 
found ill the best I'rcnrli Editions. The lllnsLralions are repro¬ 
duced from the neliial Co|i])er-J>lnles eiif*rnvcd for llie Henic 
Edition by Lniigcuil, llalljoii, and oilier eniiiienl Frcncli arlisls. 
" 1 like it as n render pcrluips nitlier mure Ihnii I esleoni it ns 11 eritic ; 
but even ns 11 eTitic. and nllowintc fully fur the personnl eiinntioii, I think 
Hint it deserves n far higher place than is generally iieeunkHl to It."— 

I'roIOSSUr SAINTSHt-'RY. 

MARGARET OF ANGOULEME, QUEEN 
OF NAVARRE. 

By A. Mary F. HoniNsn.v. Eminent Women Series. New 
Edition. Willi l*urlrail and Index. Crown tivo, cloLli, Is. net. 
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MARTINEAU (HARRIET). 

ny Mrs. F. 1 ''kn\vi(:k Mii.iJiii. J^miiicnl Wonioii Series. New 
l£ili1ion (fourLli). Willi PorlriiiL iiml Index, drown Svo, clotli. 
Is. net. ^ 

METTERNICH (PRINCE>. 

Tly <iol. ti. n. M.m.i.ksiin, c'.S.f. StulesmiMi Series. New 
I'Idiliun. With FoiirniL iiiid Index. Crown Svo, clulli. Is. nut. 

MOEHLER (JOHN ADAM, D.D.). 

SYMBOLISM ; op. Exposition of the 
Doctrinal Dilfepences between Catholics 
and Protestants, as evidenced by their 
Symbolical Wrltinss. Ti-c'.shiC'd rinni the (iermnn 
hy .1. 11. IhiiiKiiTsoN. Oeiiiy Kvo, elolli, Os. net. 

“All il1l•^]lllllslii)Il• I re:isiire-liuiisi‘; llie ili'plli :iiiil etiiii|irelu‘iislvnieHi 
Ilf ils views, llie iieiileiiess sinil .•ciiliilily nl ils reiisuniiiK inul Jlie elciirnetis 
iiiifl siiiiplieily of ils niTnii;;eiiieiil, eslalilisii lieyoiiil llie possihilily of 
qiiesliiiii llie eliiini In llie eliariieler lit-sloweil iipiin il mhhi jifler ils |iiililii-H- 
lioil liy one wlinse \ery iiiiiiie ((:!iiiliii:il Wiseiiiiiiu i' nil ■■■iilhorily, * Tlio 
iiinsL pi'ufiiiiiiil work mi llie I'liiliisiipliy of l)iviii<!y wiiieli our lime lius 
pruiluceii.' ”—DiiMin Ita'ieui. 

MONTAIGNE. 

THE BSSAYES OF. Trnnslaledliy .loiiN l*'i.(iiiio, Hiu:i. 
(Lnmplele l^ililiini. Willi nii Inlmiliielinii liy wsiv of Deiliealion 
hy .li s'iiN II. Mr.C.A 111IIV. Pnrlruil .Sliid> hy Imivnk i’li.wii- 
wvN, A.It.A. Museum Mtlilioii. Six Viils. lL!iiiii, Us. iiel, or 
Iini|i leallier, tup eil^e liill, 12s. net, or .slaiupeil leather, ifilL 
eil^e, Ifis. net. 

I'Miirio's “ Monlaipiie " has snnielliini' of llie native eliarni of 
an oripiinal honk. 11 shares with Sliellon's “ nmi I^Uiixnle ” 
the rare iliKliiielion of lieiiif' \Yrillen in Mu; splenilid 
MliKahelliUii i-:n(;li.sli, slmres wilh il, loo, llie apt felieily of 
helonRiii;f lo llie same aiuie as its original. 


MONTESQUIEU. 

PERSIAN LETTERS, rraiisla Leil hy .Jii:iN Daviiirux, 
Aiillior Ilf Searainoneli in Naxos.” etc. IlliislraLrd liy 
T'Heliiiigs bv E. nr. Dkai'miint. Three Viils. Foolscap Svo, 
ciolli extra, 7s. (ifl. net. 

The funner Ediliini of lids Traiislnlion was issued ” privately 
prinled,” al a high price. 

MORE (HANNAH). 

liy (hiAni.oTTu M. Viinui:. EiiiiiieiiL Wnnien Scries. New 
Edition. Sl\'lLii i’orlrail uiid Index. Crown Svo, clolli. Is. net. 



20 GIBBINGS and COMPANY, LIMITED 


MURGER (HENRI). 

THE BOHEMIANS OF THE LATIN 
QUARTER. Nov l^dilion. With Coloured Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo, clolli, 35. (id. 

“ The story is lull of InuKhLcr-iirovokint; oiiisnrli's, iiiicl tlivrn is no lark 
of pathos for Ihoso who can bop lipiienth the siirfacG of wiki hecfllessiiCBS.” 
— Acadrntg. 


MUSEUM DRAMATISTS. 

Itcpriiils of N'olidilu Plays, cacli with liilrodiiciiuiis. Glossary, 
L'uc-siniilc TillG-pagcs, etc. 

TIk* Initial Vultiuns arc— 

1. Gammer Ourton's Needle. 

2. Hey wood's (J.) Four P.P. ami the Pardoner 

and the Frere. 

3. Everyman. 

■1. John John, Tib, and Sir John ; also Tom 
Tiler and his Wife. (Two Slu-cw iMays.) 

r>. Ralph Roister Dolster. 

To be followed by a iiuinber of ollicrs. iMinIsrai) Svo, Japan 
velluin. Is. (id. net, clolli exlra. top cd(*e Kill. 3s. iirl. 


“ MUSEUM ” EDITIONS. 

Prieu per Vuluiiie—('lolli, top cilKe C'd- nel, limp 

Icntber, tup cUfto dill, 3s. nel, Klainpei! leallier, ^>11 edKi's, 
2s. (ill. net. 

The Odes of Anacreon. 

The Essays of Emerson. Two Vois. 

The Select Works of De Qulnoey. Two Vnis. 

W'ordsworth's Lyrics and Sonnuls. 

Rellg^lo Medlol, and Ollier Ivssays, by .Sir Thomas 
lirownc. 

The Works of Rabelais. Three Vols. 
Voltaire's Candlde. 

The Essays of Montalerne. Six Vois. 

The RubAlyAt of Omar KhAyydm. 
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NATURALISTS’ LIBRARY (THE). 

■ New and Cheaper Issue. Clol Ii, toji edge gilt, cacli 3s. Gd. net. 

^ Bpltlsh BlPds. T'otir Vols. R. Dowdier S1iiirpC;^I.L.D. 
Game BlPds. Two Vols. W. R. Ogilvic (jranl. 
Buttepfllea. Three Yols. W. V. Kirhy, F.L.S. 

Bpltlsh Mammals. One Vol. Lvdckkrr, D.A., 
KK.S. 

Cats. One Vol. R. Lydekker, It.A., KR.S. 
Mapsuplals. One Vol. i:. Lyilekker, D.A.. J•'.lt..S. 
Monkeys. Two VoLs. llenry O. l-'urbeK, KL.S. 

Moths. 'I'wo Vols. W. 1'. Ivirhy, IM..S. 

Ill prepunilioii, Dogs, Jlorse.s, IMgcoii'^. Parrots IlL'elli’.s, 

Pislu's, c'le., elc. 

“ FirsL-nilci liilriit is Ikmiik (‘iii|iloyi-(l lo iiiiiko a survey at mice 
tiiM'uriile iiiiil popular o[ aiiiiiiule nature so far as it Is now known.'*— 
77a! Times • 

NELSONIAN REMINISCENCES. 

LEAVES FROM MEMORY'S LOG. Dv S. 

I'AitsiiNs. I.ii'ul. It.N. I'kiileil willi Noli's hy \V. II. l.oxo, 
Aiillior of " .Medals ol Drilisli Navy." IMiulugraviirc Portrait 
o[ i.iiTil Nelsiin. drown Kvo, .'ts. lUI. 

*' A liiiiely ri-priiil of an intci'i'sliiiK naval hook, gives us a sharply ilrawn 
pnrlrait ol Nelsmi :ih lie was iiiioii liis ipiaiter-ileek : a little, nlerl, niiiek 
niiiii, liery teiiiiiereil and \igilanl, with a strong nasal twang, iind an arm 
slump wnggiiig like ii liii.”-- .l/rrfii7ie.s/er tiunrtiinn. 

O’CONNELL (DANIEL). 

My .1. I Iamii.tox. Statesmen Series. New Mdilioii. Willi 
I'oiirail and liiile.K. (irown Nvn, cloLli, Is. net. 

OGILVIE-GRANT (W. R.), ZimiIokujiI Deparl- 
nu'Ul, Brilisli Miisoiiin. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE GAME-BIRDS. 

'I'lio Naluralisis’ Library. Very Niiiiiennis llliisl rations in 
Colour liy Kul'lkmans. Two VoI.s. Crown Kvu, clotli. New 
and ('.lieaper Ddiliuii, each .‘is. Gd. net. 

Vol. 1.—.Sand Ciruuse, Partridges, Plieasiinls.—Vol. 11. 
Pheasants, 'I'lirkeys, Quail, C.iirassows, Ituslards. 

“ Complete, auil aeeiirnte, and leaves nnlliing lo he liesired." - Spttrlsnmn. 

OHNET (GEORGES). 

THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo. cloUi, 
3s. Gd. 
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OMAR KHAYYAM. 

rubAiyat. Translated by Edwaiiu Fitzgerald. Will* 
Ills Life of the Author and Notes, Introductory Essay “ Of 
Persian l*oelry,” by Josri>ii Jacohs. Oninincntal Horders an 1 
llliisLrntiuiis by Frank Hhangwyn, A.lt.A. Post 8vo, inlaid 
cloth cxlra. lop edfte gilt, .'Is. (hi. net. This ]£dilion is printed 
in coloured ink and lias the llliisirnlioiis in Colour. 

Also '* Museuiii Edilion,” ISnio, doLli, top cdf^c (fill. Is, 6d. 
net, limp leather, lop ed{*u |{ilt, 2s. not, stamped leather, gill 
edges. 2s. (id. net. 

Of llic works of llic " Asironoincr I'ne.L of Persia,” iiiiuiiiicr- 
ablc edition:, arc on sale from one ]iciiiiy to four guineas, but Ibis 
Edition lias realiires of its own. and will he found io lie the 
prettiest imblislied. A few cojiies (KMi) will be printed on 
iinperiul Jupan vclliiin, Tis. net, and .'ll! on real India paper, 
7s. 6d. net. For these early application should be made. 

O’NEILL (H. G.). 

DBVONSHIRB IDYLS. Thinl Edilinn. Scpiarc 
12ino, elolli 2s., paiier covers. Is. (id. 

" A rhnriniiiK lillli* liinik of ri'iiiiaisi'iTires of i >< mjiisIiIit riinil niiiniiprii 
rasioiiis, sppei'ii, folk-lore, and I'lianiel er, wriLleii liy a J levoiiiiliire Imly, 
whose skrtelies of cinaiLi'y life in North Devon snine lifly years sinee are 
iiiiirkrd hy Iriilh iiiiil siiiiiilieily, and a c|iiiet ye( iieiii‘lni(ivc pathos."— 
Salurday ileofeiB. 

— TOLD IN THB DIMPSES. FioiiUspicec by 
F. .1. WiiiGMiiY. Sciiiare 12iiio, paper i'ove.i'«-. Is. lid. 

** J.ikc the flelightfiil ‘ Devonshire Idyls,' liy I he s.':iiie wriler, these stories 
ol North Devon arc ndinirable for llie triilli siinl hiiinoiir of I heir illiistriitioiih 
III the ehiirncLerislics ol tin; people and eiiiiiiiy lliey Irriit of ."—Stilurtlitu 
Iteoinv. 


PALMERSTON (VISCOUNT). 

fly J,. (',. Sandkus. Slalesnieii .Serl«'s. New Edilioii. 
l*orlruiL and Index. Crown dvo, clolli, Is. net. 


Willi 


PEEL (SIR ROBERT). 

By F. C. Monta€ii!j-.. .Stalesiiieii .Series. New J;:dilioii. Willi 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, clulli. Is. iiel. 


PIERS PLOUGHMAN’S VISION AND 
CREED. 


J‘:diicd from a Cnnlemporary Mniiuscripl, witli an Jlistnrical 
Inlrodiiclioii, Notes, anil a (ilossary b> Tiiomah Wicioiit, M.A., 
F.S.A. 'I'wo Vols. h'oolscap Kvo, biie.krain extra, top edge 
gilt, 5s. net. 

" This remarkable poem is not only so in teres ling n inunuinent of the 
English langiuige and Uleraliire., bul it is also so iniporlaiil an llliislraUon ol 
the polilieni history of our country during the fuiirleenlli reiitiiry, that it 
deserves to he read fur nioro generally tlaiii it lias been."—E imtou’s 
l*ni{FACH. 
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PLAYGOERS” THEATRE SERIES. 

In paper covers. 

David Ballard : a play in Uiree acts. Hy Charles 
Alcliivny. Is. iiel. « 

Hie Helpmate: a play in one ael. lly Charles Alchlvov 
(id. not. 

Gentlemen of the Road: a jilay in one uei. Hv 
('.harles Mcl'Jvny. (hI. 

When the Devil was 111: a play in fmir nets, liy 
Chsirles Mel-'voy. Is. iiel. 

The Subjection of Kezla; a play in one act. I)y 
Mrs. llaveloek P'llis. (id. iiel. 

The Feud : a play in rniir ncis. Ity I-Mward Oarncll. 
Ik. nel. 

Shakfsprarc ffvatl Prests. 'riiosc iilays have lieen pnidaeed 
by Miss A. p:. lloriiiiiiairs Company al Lhu (Jaiely Theatre, 
Aiaiieliesler. 

PLOTINUS. 

UM THB BEAUTIFUL.. 'i'ruii.'ilali'd liy Sthpiii v 
MaoKhnna. /(. //. HuUvn. Knyal llimii. Its. (itl. iiul. 

“ A flne rendering ol u line un'Kiniil."— SitecUifur. 

PRINCE CONSORT (ALBERT). 

1)y Miss Yo.msi-:. Stalesineii Series. New Fdilion. Willi 
INirlrail and linlex. Crown Nvo, eloIJi, Jn. net. 

RABELAIS (FRAN9OIS}. 

WORKS OF. The whole I'ivu Hooks. “ The Inesliinnble 
Life or Hie (jreaL Garf{nnliia,” cle. The Translalioii uE Sir 
Tiulmak UitoijHAnT and Mottkvx, with Hie Notes of Oziil, cic. 
The whole Hevised with an rnlrodiiclinn hy Ai.i'iirii Wallis. 
The. Hortrait and Illuslralions from the eelchraled Ldiliun 
known as “ PlearL's,” rcpnnliieed in l*liolof{rnviire. J*'ive. Vols. 
Koolseup Svo, rlnih exirn, 112.s (iil. nel. 

- WORKS. The Translalion oE Sir Tiklmas irnguiiAnT 

and Motti£1'x. Kevised, and with a Life oE the .Author, by 
W11-LIA.H Maccall. Portrait Study hy P'rank Hiianuwyx, 
A.H.A., and Illustrations Eroin the “ .Soniies Drolaliqnes dc 
PnnlaRrnol.” Three Vols. 18nio, 4s. (iil. net, limp Icalher, lop 
cdRC Rill, (is. net, stamped leaLher, Rill, edRos 7 n. (Id. net. 

This Text dilTers from the above in Mini il has been tliorouRhly 
revised by the Editor, not willi prudish intent, but to prune the 
verbal redundaney oE the Iranslators. 

The very curious llhislralioiis (ICilir)) arc slill Rood “ pour la 
rccreallon dcs bons e.spnls," ilioiiRli no loiiRcr thought to be the 
work of Habclais liiinselE. 
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RACHEL. 

Hy Mrs. A. Kennatid. 1‘'iiiiii(.>iil Wonirii Srrios. Now Eililioii. 
With Portrnit :in(l liiilex*. ('.ruwii 8vii, clulh, In. 

RADFORD (ERNEST). 

A COL.L.BCTION OF POEMS. Foolscap 8vn. 
hnanls, 2 k. (id. nel. 

A book or verses roiisisliii» parity of pociiis rcprinlcd witlioul 
nllCTiitioii Troin voloincs wliirli Ir.ivc hcrunie Ncnrcc ; of nlbcrs 
(‘itlier :i f{ooiI iloal iillcrcfl, or sli^lilly, .'iiul many ciilircly new 
liicccs. 

RALEIGH (SIR WALTERS. 

THE LAST FIGHT OF THE REVENGE. 

AVith oil Inlniiliiclioii by ITitNitv Newiioi.t, M..\., oinl Six 
Full Pof'o Plalc.s in (joloiir uiul iiiniiy Head oiid Toil Piccc.s 
by Fii.wk nnAN'Gvi'Y.v, A.ll..\. Liiiiilod r'dilioii on haiid- 
111 adc paper. Iloyal 8vo, clolb extra, lo|i ed}{c i^ill, 7.s. (iil. net. 

*' One of lilt! moKl iitLnu'tlvc books oI the season."—.'l/iinr/ieWer 
tjiianlian. 

** There Is soiivetliinf' iiiilf|iu‘ in the eoniposllloii of UiIm book. 'L'liore Is 
the line note Hlnirlc by Mr. llenry N'ewbolt in bis inlisiiliiclioii . . . Miere 
nrn Korijisnis-cnliiured pl.itcK lllnsIrnlliiK tlie spli'iidiil iind lowt•ril1^! 
galleons of FII/.alielIi:in niivol wnrliire, the woodeiils to evi*ry loige, ami 
. . . the cause ol oil Halelgirs lieiiiie story of ii most lieroir. Ilghl.” - 
T. P.'s Wteklit. 

ROLAND (MADAM). 

Tiy M.\tiiii.|)U Iti.iMi. I'biiinonI Women Series. New I'Miiion. 
Willi Porlrait and Index. Crown Hvo, elnlli. i.s. net. 

ROSSETTI (D. G.). 

ITALIAN POETS CHIEFLY BEFORE 
OANTB. The llalian Text willi llosselli’s TransliilUni. 
b'onlitcnp Svo, lambskin, 7.s. (id. ncl. 

Tbi.s i.s Hie. only TraiiNliiiioii Hint Kives llie. Ilaliaii Text (willi 
RoK.setti’s Transialinii) of Ibe Poems in Pari II. of tlin well- 
known work, Duntv and his C.ircW .—^Tlie part dealiiif! willi 
" PoelK cliicll^' before Dante." Tin* llnlion Pneiivs (wbicli arc 
scnllercft tliron^b varioii.s Voltiiiies) linvu liitlicrlo been practi¬ 
cally inaccessible. 

ROSSEAU (JEAN-JACQUES). 

THE CONFESSIONS. Newly Tra islated. with Pbolo- 
gniviirc Portrait and numerous IHuslralions after MAunicR 
I.Kj.oin. Two Vols. Foolscap 8vn, clolb extra, lop edge gilt, 
!is. net. 

George lillloL and Kinersoii agreed tlinl this book had in¬ 
fluenced them more Ilian any other. 
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S., Mp. (c. 1502.) 

GAMMER GURTON'S NEEDLE. Museum 
DramalisLs. Edited willi Note-book and Wurd List, by John 
S. b'AiiMUH. Eoolscap Svo, clolli 2s. net, jiaper, Is. (id. lU'L. 

“ Gninnior Gurloii is lino <•( Iho iii'ci'iili'ti rool-bLdcks nt the ISuKlish 
llniinii, known by n.'iine to Iiovh luiil iiirls who sil for rxiimiiiulions In llin 
t wen I lei li ceil liiry—i t was * I lie lirst I n gn I her I lie t lireads of fnree, int erliide, 
and ^ehoul-iihiy inlo a well-suslaiiKtl cniiiecly of niblie humour.' ”— 
Yorkshire Uhsrrivr. 


SAINTE-BEUVE (C. A.). 

ESSAYS. ICiIileil. willi a ('.rilical Memoir, liy Wii.i.ivm 
.SiiAKi'. Niimei'iiiis I'orlrailh. 'I'lireo Sols. l-'iiiilseap Kyo, 
elolli, 7s. (ul. iiel. 

('.oiiliiiiis Essays iin >Meii anil Wui.ieii -I'lirlrails o[ Men— 
J*orlrails of W'luiien. 

'riii'se J’^ssass of llie .•'realesl of all erilics- llie snverrifUi 
rrilie - slionlil lie welenme as Kiviii^; llie Ent^Iish Veailer not 
merely smiie romprelieiisinn of llie iiilelleeliial raiif'e. ami in- 
si^lil of Saiiite-heiive, bill siiiiie iilia also of his i;raei: of slylu 
iiiifi indiviiliiiil eliarm. 


SAND (GEORGE). 

Ily liKUTiiA Thomas. l*'iniiieiiL Women Series. Now I'Milioii. 
With Port rail and Index. Grown Svo, elolli, Is. iiel. 


SCOTT (MICHAEL). 

THE CRUISE OF THE ** MIDGE." Willi llliis- 
Iralions li^- Piiank lliiANiiWYN, A.1l..\. Special Tille-paKes 
and lliiidiii^ l)esi{tii. Twii Vols. l*'oolsea]) Nvo, elolli extra, 
lop odifc |.till, .Os. Iiel. 

“ No man ever wruLo beller of Ihe life of llie sea, few ever so vi\iflly. iis 
the aiillior of ‘Toni Griiialv's l.of(.’ Two ilainly xohiiiies, niosi eliiilerly 
liriiiled, illiisiraleil by pliutoariiviires from the peiirll of Mr. I'runk 
Prangwyn, mid appnipriiilely liuiind."—^lrni[f anil -Vmi-i; Cuvile. 


SELDBN (JOHN). 


TABLE TALK. Willi a lliograpliieal Prefaec and Nnles 
by .S. \V. SiNOiiit, To wliieli is aildeil " Spare. Minnies; 

or, Itesolved Medilalions and I'reniedilali'd Itesoliilions," by 
Arttiiiii W'Aiiwir.K. Ponlseiip 8vo, liiiekram exlia, lop edge 
gill, 2s. Ud. nd. 


“ There is more wcighly liiilliun sense in Ihis book Ihaii I linve ever found 
In Uie same numbiT of pages of any uninspired writer. . . .Uh, to hiive betm 
with Sdden over his glass of wine, inaklug every accident on outlet and a 
vehicle of wisdom.”—CoLiiiiiuou. 



26 GTBBTNGS and COMPANY, LIMITED 


SHARPE (R. BOWDLER, LL.DO, Zoological 
Dcpl., B.M. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE BIRDS OF GRBAT* 
BRITAIN. The NaluralisLs’ History. Very Numerous^ 
Illii^traliom in Colour by Kiii:i.uMANS, :uiil others. Four 
Vols. Crown 8vn, oluLh. New sind (ihenper edition, each 
3s. Gd. iici. 

('oNTi!,NT:—^Vol. I. C’.rows, SLurlintjs, Finches, BinifLinRs, 
l.nrks, Wn^inils.—Vol. II. Creepers, Mol lienleliers. Tits, Reed- 
lings, Siirikes. etc.—V<d. 111. t'rcepors.—Vol. IV. Iiiills. Auks, 
Petrels. Divers, Crebes, Rails, Procellariifiirines, Pigc.'ns, 
and Gamc-bii'ds. 

" IL is iikoly Hint for the imliiiitry sLuclriit lliis liouk will supersede nil 
ul lier hiiiid-liouks."— Times. 

SHELLEY (DIPS.). 

By .Mrs. Kosshtti. RinineiiL Women Series. New Eiiilion. 
With Porlrnil and Index, (jrowii Nvo, elolli. Is. net. 

SIDDONS (Mps.). 

By Mrs. A. Ke.n'N vkij. ^hninenL Women Series, New Edition. 
With PnrtraiL and index. Crown 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 

SMOLLETT (TOBIAS'). 

THB NOVELS OF. I-Mitcd by Guoiusn Saintsdimiv, 
and Ilhislriitcil by P'nANK llii'.iiAiiii.s. I'-i 'l\relvc Vols. 
I'oolsciip 8vo, elolli extra, eaeli 2s. (id. net. 

Rodepiok Random. Three Vols. 
Pepegplne Pickle. Four Vols. 

Count Fathom. Two Vols. 

Sip Launoelot Gpeaves. one Voi. 
Humphpey Clinker. Two Vols. 

" 11 is iiii'Uiiibriit on us lo siiy of this eiileiiirise of Messi's. f j liliiiigh llisil 
tlioy lire furnishing iin vdlllna wliirh will he viiliieil hy the pi lilic ei|u>illy 
fur its Iiiiiidiness nnd ils cicftiinri-. The volumes me lliiii irid IIkIiI, llie. 
(.VPOi;i-iipliy Is lieiiulifiiliy rle;ii, while the illml rut ions liy Mr. I'riiiik 
lllrhurcls sliow that he tins IliiiriniKlily eiiiiKliL llie spirit of liie m.lhor. Tills 
edition ol Srnollell is one thiil will lie lioiifjlit willi ease, read w.lli pleasure, 
and kept with cjiic."— (Slusumt* Herald. 

STATESMEN SERIES (THE). 

Nevr .and Cliciiper Edilioiis. Crown 8vo, elolli, Is. ncl. 
Beaconslleld. T. ]•:. Kebbie. 

BlomaPOk. Charles Lowe, M.A. 

* BollngrtoPOke. Arthur T lussall, M.A. 
DalhouBle. Capi. L. J. Trotter. 

Derby. T. E. kcbbic. 

* Tlic Volunio marked is al prcsuiiL aid. of prUiL 
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BTATBSMBN SBRIES (THE)—Confiimrcf. 

Fox. Jl. O. Wnkrinnn. 

Gambetta. I•'^:lnk T. .Miirzinls. 

Gladstone, w. ii. i.ucy. 

* GPattan. Uubcrt Dunlop. • 

* Mettepnloh. Coi. Ti. n. MoiifRon, ('..s.i. 
O'Connell. .1. A. Iliimillon. 

Palmepston. I.. s.-iuiIits. 

* Peel. I*'. Monliiffur. 

Pplncse Consort. Miss YonKi*. 

Wellesley. iAi\. (r. is. .Muiiositii, r..s.i. 

STAEL (MADAM DE). 

]3y lSi-:i.i.A. l^ri-'i'Y. 1-^iiilni‘iil M'oinuii SiM'ios. N'uw Mililion. 
^Vilh Porlrnil unrl lii(1«\. ('.rown Svo, rlulli. -n I. 

STOKES (CHARLOTTE CARMICHAEL). 

SHAKESPEARE’S WARWICKSHIRE 
CONTEMPORARIES. Slmkt'speare lloatt Diriiiy 

tSvii, 7s. Oil. iii'l. 

CoNTijNTS ISii'linnl I'iclil, priiilor of Sluiki-spi'iirc's first 
book.—.Sir 'rhniiiiis I.iii-y llir Mlilrr. --Sir 'riioiiias Lnry the 
.ScciiikI.—.S ir 'riioiiias l.iii'y I lie 'I'liiril.—.foliii SoiiiervilJe oT 
J''ilri‘Slfiii.---l'al\v:ir(l .-Nnli'ii.-- Sir .lohn (ioiiway of .\rr:iii.— 
ICilWiinl Ni'villi*.-—Till* 'l‘lirockiiiorlon.s.—Tin* lirovilli’s :ini1 
r.oril llroiiki*.- -Dr. .Iiilin I bill.— Mirliiicl Drayluii.—'I'lie 
Tnissi'Hs ot IJill(’sli*y.- -'I’lu*- (llii|iLiiiis.- -'riii* (Iiiiiilics.—^'I'lic 
Ibulorhills.----Till* f'.liTjiy o[ .Slrairnnl.—The Srlioolninslers.— 
('.oncliisiitii.—liiilfx. 


TEMPLE (A. G.), F.S.A., Din'cloror llu*. (iiiildliall 

.Art (billi-ry, l.iiinloii. Kiiii{lit (aniiiiiaiiili'r of Llii* Drdor 
of .Mroiiso XII. Ilf Spin'll, KMi};lit of (lie Order of Hie 
Diiiioliriit', Di'iniiiirk, OlTIrii'r de J'liislniclUiii Publirpie 
de J-'raiice. 

MODERN SPANISH PAINTING. ISeiiiKalSevii-w 
of some Ilf Hie (iliiof I’aiiilcrN anil I'aiiiliii^ of Hu* Siianisli 
School since Hu* linn* of (joya. Demy -Itn. elotli Kill, Kill 
flip. Ica .’i.s. nei. I.iiiiili'd In Slip iiiiiiilii'ivd cojiies. 

This Vnliime eoiKsisIs of a Heneral Survey of Mofiern Spanish 
PainliiiK. followed hy separali* chaplers on “ The L’aiiilcrs of 
Ilislory,'' “The Landscape Paiiilers," •*TheI’orlrail Painlers,'* 
The Painlei's of Cieiire ” ; il it priiiled on liand-nindc jiaper, 
willi iiiilials Lo ciicli elinpter in red :ind idaek, and illuslraleil 
wiLlt llfly-eiKht re]iriidiielii)ii.s in pholoKravure of Painliiigs by 
I'urLiiiiy, Pradiila, ('.nrli6nerii, Piiimaroli, Alvarez, Dilliiio, 
llriill, ijeruele, (Miecn, H.'i.*(!ulo del .\lisal, ('.aiaia, DoiniiiKo, 
DoKridn* Gnrnello y Alda, GalleKos, Hareih y Huiiio.s, Oaliirre, 
Mailrazij, llosales. Marlin Hico, Sorolla, VilleKas, Valles, 
ZiiloaKa, and many oHiers. 

* The Voliuues marked arc at prcHcuL out o/ print. 
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UDAL (NICHOLAS). 

RALPH ROISTBR DOISTRR. Musnun Dninialisls. 
I'^dilcd with N(iLe-l)iiok mid Word TJsl by .Idiikt S. I'AUMKii.i 
F oolsciip S\ii, clolli, 2s. iii'l, iiupcr. Is. lid. iu‘l. 

*‘ Is pAniiirily (if infnrosl hh IIio Ilrsl cxliinl I'liiKlish c(ini(Mly tlio link 
iK'twveii lliu * ' nnd ('iiiii(*d> priiiiiT, ;iiid is full iif \i|{iirijiis iinil 

nnlivr hiinioiir." ■ filiiitiiuin Ifmi/i/. 


VICTORIA (QUEEN), LIFE OF. 


liy Mii.i.K'.kn't (l.\iiiir.TT I^'.wvcmtt. V'tiiiiU'iil WomcMi S.*rii*s. 
nW ICditiuii. ^Yilll IkirlruiL niul liidux. C.rciwii Mvo, dulli. 
Is. net. 


VOLTAIRE (FRANCOIS MARIE 
AROUET). 

CANDIDE; op. All for the Best. .\ Now Tninsliv 
liiiii. I'Milcd by W.m.tmii .Ikiukii.ij. willi Vi^iiollos by .Xiiiukn 
.Miinr.Ai'. ISiiKi. i-liilli. (up od^o llill. Ik dd. lud, limp loutlior, 
till) oiluo ^ill, 2s. iKd, s(:impod louMior. odf'OK, 2 k. (id. iiol. 

WALSH (WILLIAM S.). 

HANDY BOOK OF LITERARY CURIOSI¬ 
TIES. T.:ir|U!c* rriiwii Svu. clrdli oxlru, 1(0 1 pp., 7s. (id. iiol. 

“ Kvcii llu* sli()rlcs( iii'licIcH nro veil mil leu, nnd (lii* vnsl nmoinil uf 
infnniinliuii \ilii(ii Mr. Wiilsli li;is Ciillrrlcd is iiiwii> .s I'ivcii in :i ploiisiiiK iiii'l 
inlcroHlinp; fnrni.'* .Stulsiinm. 

“ Of ro.'illy ri‘ni:iii(idili‘ iiicril." ^.Sim-lulnr. 

WALKER (Col. THOMAS NICHOLLS). 

THROUGH THE MUTINY. Hoiiiiiiisf*ciioos oE 
'I'liirly Years’ Aclivc Soivioo and Spnrl in Indin, 1 
Pnrlrail. mid llliiKlr.ili<iiis by M'l.. and II. (^. Ailmui ii. 
Dcniy Kvn, oinlli i-xlra. 7s. (id. 

b'dll of inloroslin^ dolails, anoodidos, and side li^liis mi an 
iinpnrtaiil liislorioai I'xoiil, as well as mi nllioi* aolivo service. 
'I'ilier (luiiliiifi, piif slicl\ini;, and Indian life i;eiierally. 

WELLESLEY (MARQUIS). 

Ily CmI. (’■. It. .\rAr.i.i-:.soN, (L.S.I. Stalesinen .Series. Now 
I'klilion. Willi Pnriniil and Index. Crown Kvo, cJoLli, Is. net. 

WESLEY (SUSANNA). 

Ily Eliza Clauku. Emincnl Women Series. New Edilioii. 
Willi Poi'lrail and Judex. Crown livn, elulli. Is. net. 
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(VORDSWORTH (WILLIAM). 

LYRICS AND SONNETS. Selected and l^diU-d liy 
(Llism]£nt K. SiioiiTKH.willi ail liilnicliielioii aiul Lliljliogrupliicnl 
Note anti JVuirait Study liy Kuank MiiAN'ii'WYN, A.It.A. 
18nio, elntli, top edge gill. Is. (id. net, limp lent her,tlop edge 
gill, 2s. not, stamped Iciitlicr, gill oilgos, 2s. (Id. not. 


Tlic^Vorks of Mr. \V. H. Yuvrs arc supplied by Messrs. ('iinuiNns 
ANU (l(i.Mi'A.NV, l.iMiri-:ii, as .Agents for .Mr. .A. 11. Jki.i.K.N, 
Shakesncnri' Ih-ad I*n'ss. .Slrsiiroril-Dii-Avoii. 


YEATS (W. B.). 


THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND 
PROSE. NVitli INirIrails by .loiiv S. SAur.KNT, n.A., 
(bl.Slll.MH Sll.\NNO.N, SlIiMni M.X.NC.INI uud .1. li. Vkats. 
Mu.sical Settings by bAitii, .-..d tiLiiers. hililingrapliy 

by At.lan Wahk. l-'ii'lil Vuls. Demy iivo, grey linen sides 
xvilli (fiiarter votliini back. Shakespeare Hrad l‘rcss. -ts. net. 
KMiO copies printod, lype distributed. , 

"The piililiealliiii of (In* Works in verso lunl prose of Williiini 

Haller Yenls is an litnioiirable aekiiowloilginenl id llii* liigli esleeni in wliieli 
Ills work is lielil liy Hie liesi erilles, and (o Hie iin('nlii..i an nlijeol lesson. 
No have lieen spared lo make Ihese eight vuliinies xsorlliy a pliioo 

on llie llliriiry Klielvesor I lie iiin.sl exiieling and raslklioiis of lioiik-eollerloii«. 
. . . Tii-finy in lln* wurM of lellers there is no inure pieliii'i‘Si|iie ligiire Ilian 
Mr. Y(‘nls, nor is lliere a wriler x\iio I'aii elaiiii In have iiiaile a ilepjier mark 
upon Hie IhoiighI of Ills lime."- ■/*'iir/aif//i//r/ Tieniew. 

.THE CELTIC TWILIGHT. Crown Kvi), ololli 

extra. A. tt. liullvn. lis. 


.IDEAS OF GOOD AND EVIL, ('.rnwn Xxo, 

tpiurler cbilii. A. II. Uitllcn. (is. 

--- THE SECRET ROSE. Willi lltuslralions by 
. 1 . H. Yuats. Crown Mvo, ololli extra. I.ainrenve and liatlen. 
(i.s. not. 


-DEIRDRE: A Play In Three Acts. Crown 

Kvo, tiuarlor olotli. A. II. HiiUrn. Its. (id. not. 

-POEMS, 1890-1906. {Onl of Print.) 

A Now Eclitioii will be PulilLshod iiiidor the Title of " Poenis ; 
Second Series." It. will inohide Ihe Porins in •' The Wintl 
Among Ihc Itoeils " wilh some New J*uoms. 

- - - PLAYS FOR AN IRISH THEATRE. 

Complele Sols of Ihc Scparule PMilion.s of I'lays for an Irisli 
Tlieulrc cannoL be supplied. A Kovised Colloelcd Ixdiliun in a 
Single Volume is in propiiration. 

-A BIBLIOGRAPHY. Ity Ai.i.an Waiiis. I)e.niy 

Svn, quarter cIoLh. GO copies priiileil, Shakespeare Head 
Press. 7s. (id. net. 
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LIST OF PUBLICATIONS, ARRANGED 
IN ORDER OF PUBLISHED PRICES. 

Hooks in iiiurt* Ihsin onr Voliiiiie ore lisle Iwirc, at price 
per Vohiipe aiifl price per Si‘|. 'riiiis Hervaiiles* Don Quixote’* 
can eilher lie rcckoneil as four at 2s. (id. oacli or : one at 10s. 


Mixp^nrii iVrf. 

PLAYGOERS’ THEATRE SERIES. 

Oiie ShilHwj. 

STRUCTURAL ROTARY. t'lHiki'. 

Oi"- .SAWfii'/ Xff. 

ALE ARY, COURTB 5 S OF. l.f‘. 
AU 8 TER, JARE. Mni.lcii. 
BBACOR 8 FIELD. Ki-lil.li-. 

BISHARCK. r^iwe. 

BOUHGBROKB, IIiisiH»n. 

BRORTE, EMILY. Ilnl-iii- •< 
BROWRIRG, MRS. Iiht-uh. 
DALHOUSIE. Trnttir. 

DERBY. Kolilili-. 

DE STAEL MAD. Iiiiliy. 
EDGEWORTH. MARIA, /imiiiiiii. 
BUOT, GEORGE. iHiii-l. 

FOX. Wakeiii.ni. 

FRY, ELIZABETH. 1-11111.111. 

FULLER, MARGARET. Ilnui’. 
GAHBETTA. .Marzi.'ilM. 

OLADSTORE. J^niy. 

GODWIR. MARY. IVniH-a. 

GRATTAR. Iluiilii|<. 

LAMB, MARY. (iili-liriHl. 

MARGARET OF HAVABRE. R<iIuii-mii 
MARTIHEAU. .Uiller. 

METTEBRICH. -Malh'Si.ii. 
MOR^HARRAH. Yihi!:i-. 
O’GOHRELL. llniiiilPiii. 
PALMERSTOR. Haaili-r-. 

PEEL. MouIarilo. 

PRIRCE CORSORT. Yi.iii'i-. 

RACHEL. Kciinanl. 

ROLARD. Ullnil. 

SARD. GEORGE. Tli.iiiia 4 . 

SHELLEY, MRS. Kurb.ttii. 

SIDDORS, HRS. A. Ki'iiinirfl. 
VICTORIA, QUEER. Fiiwii-lt. 
WELLESLEY. 

WESLEY. S. n.irki>. 

Oiw ^hiilinff awl Sirprnrt . 

DEVORSHIRE IDYLS. O'Nc-iri. 

TOLD IR THE DIHPSES. (t'.Nrill. 

One Skilling awl Sijrpt‘Hv>‘ .Vi. 7 . 

ARAGREOR ODES. 

BROWRE’S RELIGIO MEDICI. 

DE QUIRCEY’S WORKS, i v. l in ii. 
BMERSOR’S ESSAYS. 2 VnN. 
EVERYMAR. r.ii^. 

GAMMER GURTOH’S REEDLE. l‘:i|H-r. 
HBYWOOD'S FOUR P.P., &o. I'liiii-r. 

-JOHR JOHR AHD TOM TILER. 

Popnr. 

MORTAIGRE’S ESSAYS. 0 vuJh. P:ieli. 
OMAR KHAYYAM. 

RABELAIS* WORKS. 3 vota. each. 


One Skilliug awl Sixpenre Xet. 

UDAL’S ROISTER DOISTER. ,1 
VOLTAIRE'S CARDIDE. 
WORDSWORTH’S LYRICS. 

Tiro Skilliwjx. 

WIDOW WOMAR. 

DEVOR IDYLS. 0'.\i-ill. 

Tiro Skilliiiga Xet. 

ARAGREOR ODES. Liiiin li'nlhiT. 
BROWHE’S RELIGIO MEDICI, l-ii. Ir. 
DE qUINCEY’S BEST WORKS. ‘2 viiN. 

EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 vi|i. •■arli. 
EVERYMAR. 

HEY WOOD’S FOUR P.P., &e. 

-JOHR JOHN ARD TOM TILER. 
GAMMER GURTON'S NEEDLE. 
HONTAIGRE’.*: ESSAYS. 1 . miIh. •ai-li. 

I.iiiip li'ii’l IT. 

OMAR KHAYYAM. I.iiii|i 
RABELAIS’ WORKS. :i v.i-iii-li. I.p. Ir. 
UDAL'S ROISTER DOISTER. 
VOLTAIRE’S CANDIDE, I.p. 
V.'ORDSWORTH’S LYRICS. Lp. Ir. 

Tira SAilli»t/ii nwl Sirpi lirr. 

COOKE'S BOTANIC TERMS. 

LEITH’S LEMON VERBENA. 

Tir-i Shilliii^a fwl •’^ixpeiirr X"!. 

AINSWORTH'S WINDSOR CASTLE. 

:! voh, i‘:irli. 

- TOWER OF LONDON. '2 v. 

OLD ST. PAUL’S. :! viils. imi-Ii. 
GUY FAWKES. '2 vnls. iiiHi. 

- ROOKIVOOD. ~ vnN. i-iirli. 

JACK SHEPPARD. 2 viiln. • ai-li. 

- - CRICHTON. 2 v(»1m. I'acli. 

MISER’S DAUGHTER. '2 v. l•llMl. 

- ST. JAMES. 

- - STAR CHAMBER. 

.FLITCH OF BACON. 

SPENDTHRIFT. 

ANACREON ODES. Nt|i. U-utliur. 
ARABIAN NIGHTS. (I vnlii. finll. 
BECKFORD’S VATHEK. 

BOCCACCIO'S DECAMERON. 1 v. i-nrli. 
BROWNE’S RELIGIO MEDICI. Stp. Ir. 
CERVANTES’ DON QUIXOTE. I \. l•:ll■ll. 

-EXEMPLARY NOVELS. '2 v. l•il•■ll. 

DE QUIRCEY’S BEST WORKS. '2 vnls. 
racli. 

EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 vols. iinli. 
ERASMUS’S COLLOQUIES. :i v. l•:lrll. 

-PRAISE OF FOLLY. 

GANZ’S HINTS ON PAINTING, i'apw. 

.HINTS OR MODELLING. I’appr. 

HERRICK’S HESPERIDES. 2 v. iuipIi. 
HOMER’S ILIADS AND ODYSSEYS. 
4 volB. each. 
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Tvro iSAtfluv* end SUtpenee .Vd. j 

MB’S WORKS. II vM 4. fiii-h. j 

SAGE’S GIL BLAS. 4 voIm. rnrh. ' 
. LEWIS’S THE HONK. » viils. c-nrli. 

* MARGARET OF NAVARRE'S HEP- 

TAMERON. 5 vnlu. i-a'-li. 

• MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. 0 Mils. 

Htainped loaUiPr. 

MONTESQUIEU’S PERSIAN LETTERS. 

S vob. rai'li. 

OMAJI KHAYYAM. Stniiipoil 
PIERS PLOUGHMAN’S VISION, ii vols. 
I'arli. 

PLOTINUS ON THE BEAUTIFUL. 
RABELAIS’ WORKS. Ti vul-. imi-Ii. 

--:iv. Piirli. Sill. IfiilliiT. 

RADFORD'S POEMS. 

ROUSSEAU’S CONFESSIONS. -J vnis. 

iiii'li. 

SCOTT’S CRUISE OF THE "MIDGE.” 

S vfila. I'licli. 

SELDEN’S TABLE TALK. 
SAINTE-BBUVE’S ESSAYS. ■" v. •iu ii. 
SMOLLETT’S RANDOM. :i v. 

-PICKLE. 4 M'K 

- FATHOM. I! vi>lx. i-iu li. 

■ - CLINKER. 2 viilx. 

- GREAVES. 

VOLTAIRE'S CANDIDE. Sl|.. Ir. 
WORDSWORTH’S LYRICS. Slji. Ir. 

T/irffl ShUfiwtK .Vrf. 

DE QUINCEY’S BEST WORKS. 2 viilx. 
EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 


ThriV Shi/littiiK nml .MV/ifi/Xf*. 

BOURGET’S A LOVE CRIME. 
"tfUNYAN’S PILGRIM’S PROGRESS. 
CUPPLES’ A SPLICED YARN. 
DASENT’S TALES FROM THE 
FJELD. 

FLAUBERT’S MADAME BOVARY. 
-SALAMBO. 

GAUTIER’S MDLLE. DE MAUPIN. 

-TALES AND ROMANCES. 

GILMORE’S WILD BEASTS. 
CONCOURT’SrDE) RENEE MAUPERIN. 
LEE’S OUR LITTLE TOWN. 
MURGER'S BOHEMIANS. 

NELSONIAN REMINISCENCES. 
OHNET'S THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 


Thr t SkiUiimt end f^kcpenre .\et. 

DRAYTON’S NYMPHIDIA. 

FORBES’ MONKEYS. 2 volx. •>iirli. 
GAME’S HINTS ON PAINTING. 

-HINTS OR MODELUNG. 

HINKSON'S EXPERIENCES. 

KIRBY'S bUTTBRFLlES. » vnlw. r.ii-li. 

-MOTHS. 2 viilx. each. 

LYDEKhER’S BRITISH MAMMALS. 

-CATS. 

-MARSUPIALS. 

OGILVIE-GR ART’S GAME BIRDS. 
2 vnls. rarli. 

OMAR KHAYYAM. ('ulniiriHl I’luti'i*. 
SHARPE’S BRITISH BIRDS. 4 v. covb. 
YEATS’ DEIRDRE. 


JFcwr ShWnge NH. 

DE qUIHCEY’S BEST WORKS. 

2 vnlH. LI inn Inatlinr. 

EMERSON’S ESSAYS. S v. J.p. Icatlicr. 

Fwtf ifkiltingt nni SUperm XH. 

RABELAIS’ WORKS. 

Fire Shillings Ket. 

AINSWORTH’S WINDSOR CASTLE. 

1 voIm. 

- - TOWER OF LONDON. 2 volx. 
OLD ST. PAUL’S. 2vii|i<. 

- GUY FAWKES. 2 volx. 
ROOXWOOD. 2 \iiln. 

■ JACK SHEPPARD. 2 vnig. 
CRICHTON. 2 vote. 

. MISER’S DAUGHTER. 2 volii. 

CERVANTES’ EXEMPLARY NOVELS. 

2 vnl.4, 

DE QUINCEY’S-BERT WORKS. 2 toIh. 

IlmUiit. 

EMERSON'S ESSAYS. 2 voN. 
HERRICK’S HESPERIDE5. 2 /^^iIr. 
HEY WOOD’S PROVERBS. 

OMAR KHAYYAM. .Taimn vclliiiii. 
PIERS PLOUGHMAN’S VISION. S v. 
ROUSSEAU’S CONFESSIONS, ‘i viilx. 
SCOTT'S CRUISE OF THE " MIDGE.” 

SMOLLETT’S FATHOM. 2 vnlii. 

-CUNKER. 2 voK 

A'iJi Shillinae. 

BLACKMORE’S LORNA DOONE. 

- - CHRISTOWELL. 

BUNYAN’S PILGRIM’S PROGRESS. 
CHAFFERS’ HAND-BOOK TO 
KERAMICS. 

GOULDSBURY’S DULALL. 
KINGSLEY’S WESTWARD HOI 
LONG’S NAVAL YARNS. 

YEATS’ CELTIC TWILIGHT. 

-IDEAS OF GOOD AND EVIL. 

Six Hhillingii Xet. 

BOSWORTH’S ANGLO SAXON 
GOSPELS. 

DOLLINGER’S GENTILE AND JEW. 
2 viilx. pncli. 

- FIRST AGES. 

DURANDUS’ SYMBOLISM OF 
CHURCHES. 

KOEHLER’S SYMBOLISM. 

RABELAIS’ WORKS. » miIx. l.ji. ir. 
YEATS’ THE SECRET ROSE. 

Seren Shiliinge Kef. 

FORBES’ MONKEYS. 2 vmIh. 
KIRBY’S MOTHS. 2vnlx. 
OGILVIE-GRANT’S GAME BIRDS. 

2 viilx. 

Seren Shilfinge and Sirpenee. 

WALKER'S THROUGH THE MUTINY. 

Seren ShlUinge and Stxpmue Net. 
ERASMUS’ COLLOQUIES. S volfl. 
LEWIS’S THE HONK. Svula. 




32 


GIBBINGS AND COMPANY, I-IMITED 


•Sbvh SktWfVB Mid Simpenet Nitt. 

■OHTBSqUUU'B PBBSIAII LETTERS. 
3 Tob. 

OKAR KHATTAH. India Fappr Ed. 
RABELAIS* WORKS. 3 vuls. Stp. Ir. 
HAL EIQH’ S ■■'RBVEMOE.” 
ROSSETTIU ITAUAR POETS. 
SAIETB-REUVE'S ESSAYS. U viib. 
SMOLLETT'S RANDOM. 3 voIh. 
STOPBS* SHAKESPEARE'S WAR¬ 
WICKSHIRE CONTEMPORARIES. 
WALSH’S LITERARY CURIOSITIES. 
YEATS’ BIBLIOGRAPHY. 

A'ine SkiUingM A'rt. 
MONTAIGNE'S ESSAYS. Ovii|)i. 

Ten .ShUllnan .ViV. 

BOCCACCIO’S DECAMERON. 4 vnbi. 
CERVANTES' DON QUIXOTE. 4 voIh. 
CHAPMAN'S HOMfiP.«LlADS.&C. 4 v. 
LE SACK’S GII ^LAS. 4'. iN. 
BMOLLETi'S PtCKLE. 4 vob. 

Tr.‘ .ShUtinpit find Hixpenm Net. 

KIRBY’a BUTTERFLIES. :i vuls. 

Tiretee HhilliHU* 

DOLLINGER'S GENTILE AND JEW. 
2 vuIh. 

MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. » vob. J.fi. Ir. 
“LOST” TUDOR PLAYS. 


Tirelne ShiUtMaa aad SixpaHee Nat. 

, MARGARET OF NAVARRE. Hopto- 
I iiii'mn. 5 vnlR. 

RABELAIS' WORKS. 5 vob. 

Ntiurinn Shitting* Na. 

' SHARPE’S BRITISH BIRDS. 1 rob. 

FitUxn Ntt. 

LAMB’S COMPLETE WORKS. *' vnli. 
' MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS, li \ols. Sip. Ir. 
. ARABIAN NIGHTS, avob. 

T'rrHt!/-onf SMllinfi* \i.. 
j ARABIAN NIGHTS, fivob. KKtrn pi 

7'Air/v SbUlinga Nr'. 

■' SMOLLETT’S WORKS. 12 vii|i. 

Thirtff‘fire Shilliii-j* \rt. 

CHAFFERS’ KERAMIC GALLERY. 

Fi’rti/-ttro Shillinifa Xft. 

“ LOST ” TUDOR PLATS. l.irKf-1’: 

Kitjhlii-!’i»r Shilling* .Vi7. 

; YEATS’ COMPLETE WORKS. 

ihte tluHiirfil •nni /r'lV Shiilinga Xef. 

■ TEMPLE’S SPANISH PAINTING. 










